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Mr WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 


Written by Mr ROWE, 


M* WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE was the ſon of Mr 
John Shakeſpeare, and was born at Stratford upon 
Avon, in Warwickſhire, in April 1564, His family, as 
appears by the regiſter and public writings relating to 
that town, were of good figure and faſhion there, and 
are mentioned as gentlemen. His father, who was a 
conſiderable dealer in wool, had ſo large a family, ten 
children in all, that though he was his eldeſt ſon, he 
could give him no better education than his own em- 
ployment. He had bred him, 'tis true, for ſome time 
at a free- ſchool, where *tis probable he acquired what 
Latin he was maſter of; but the narrowneſs of his cir- 
cumſtances, and the want of his aſſiſtance at home, 
forced his father to withdraw him from thence, and- 
unhappily prevented his further proficiency in that lan- 
guage. It is without controverſy, that in his works we 
ſcarce find any traces of any thing that looks like an 
imitation of the Ancients. The delicacy of his taſte, 
and the natural bent of his own great genius, (equal, 
if not ſuperior, to ſome of the beſt of theirs), would cer- 
rainly have led him to- read and. ſtudy. them with ſo 
much pleaſure, that ſome of their fine images would 
naturally have inſinuated themſelves into, and been 
mixed with his own writings; ſo that his not copying 
at leaſt ſomething from them, may be an argument of 
his never having read them. Whether his ignorance 
of the Ancients were a diſadvantage to him or no, may 
admit of a diſpute ; for. though the knowledge of them 
A3 
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might have made him more correct, yet it is not impro- 
bable but that the regularity and ideference for them, 
which would have attended that correctneſs, might have 
reſtrained. fome of that fire, impetuoſity, and even 
beautiful extravagance which we admire in Shake- 
Jpeare : and I believe we are better pleaſed with thoſe 
thoughts, altogether new and uncommon, which his-own - 
imagination ſupplied him ſo abundantly- with, than if: 
he had given us the moſt; beautiful paſſages out of the 
Greek and Latin poets, and that in the moſt agreeable 
manner that it was poſſible for a maſter of the: Engliſh 
language to deliver em. 

Upon his leaving ſchool, he ſeems to have given en- 
nirely into that way of living which his father propoſed 
fo him; and in order to ſettle in the world after a fa- 
mily manner, he thought fit to marry while he was yet 
very young. His wife was the daughter of one Hath- 
away, faid to have been a ſubſtantial yeoman in the 

8 neighbourhood of Stratford. In this kind of ſettlement 
De continued for ſome time, till an extravagance that he 
was guilty of forced him both out of his country, and 
that way of living which he had taken up; and though 
it feemed at firſt to be a blemiffl upon his good man- 
ners, and a misfortune to him, yet it afterwards happily 

| proved the occaſion of exerting one of the greœateſt 
| Feniusr's that ever was known in dramatic poetry. He 
| had, by a misfortune eommon enough to young fellows, . 
| fallen into ill company; and amongſt them, {ome that 
| made a frequent practice of deer-ſtealing,. engaged him 
| with them more than onee in robbing a park that be- 
| Jonged to Sir Thomas Luey of Cherlecot, near Stratford. 
For this he was profecuted by that gentleman, as he 
thought, ſome what too {ſeverely ; and in order to re- 
venge that ill uſage, he made a ballad upon him. And 
though this, probably the firſt eſſay of his. poetry, be 
loſt, yet it is faid t-have been ſo very. bitter, that it 
redoubled the proſecution againſt him to that degree; 
that he was obliged” to leave his buſineſs and family 
in Warwickſhire, for ſome 1 and ſhelter. himſelſ in 
London. 
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Tr is at this time, and upon this accident, that he is 
faid to have made his firſt acquaintance: in the play - 
houſe. He was received into the company then in being, 
at firſt in a very mean rank; but his admirable wit, 
and the natural turn of it to the ſtage, ſoon diſtinguiſhed 
him, if not as an extraordinary actor, yet as an excel- 
lent writer. His name is printed, as the cuſtom was in 
thoſe times, amongſt thoſe of the other players, before 
fome old plays, but without any particular account of 
what ſort of parts he us'd to play; and though I have 
enquired, I could never meet with any further account 
of him this way, than that the top of his performance 
was the ghoſt in his own Hamlet, I ſhould have been 
much more pleaſed to have learned, from ſome certain. 
authority, which was the firſt play he wrote; it would 
be without doubt a pleaſure to- any man, curious in 
things of this kind, to ſee and know what was the firſt 
eſſay of a fancy like Shakeſpeare's. Perhaps we are not 
to look for his beginnings, like thole of other authors, 
among their leaſt perfect writings; art had ſo little, and 
nature ſo large a ſhare in what he did, that, for ought 
J know, the performances of his youth, as they were 
the moſt vigorous, and had the moſt fire and ſtrength 
of imagination in them, were the beit. I would not 
be thought by this to mean,. that his fancy was ſo looſe 
and extravagant, as to be independent on the rule and 
government of the judgment ; but that wha! he thought,, 
was commonly ſo great, ſo juſtly and rightly conceived 
in itſelf, that it wanted little or no correction, and was. 
immediately approved by an impartial judgment at the 
firſt fight. But though the order of time in which the 
ſeveral pieces were written be generally uncertain, yet 
there are paſſages in ſome few. of them which ſeem to 
fix their dates. So the Chorus at the end of the fourth 
Act of Heury V. by a compliment very handſomely turn- 
ed to the Ear] of Eſſex, ſhews the play to have been 
written when that lord was general for the queen in 
Ireland; and his elogy upon Queen Elizabeth, and het 
N King James, in the latter end of his Henry VIII. 
is a proof of that play's being written after the. acceſ 
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fion of the latter of thoſe two princes to the crown of 
England. Whatever the particular times of his writing 
were, the people of his age, who began to grow won- 
derfully fond of diverſions of this kind,. could not but be 
highly pleaſed to ſee a genius ariſe amongſt them of ſo 
pleaſureable, ſo rich a vein, and ſo plentiſully capable 
of furniſhing their favourite entertainments. Beſides 
the advantages of his wit, he was in himſelf a; good- 
natured man, of great ſweetneſs in his manners, and a 
moſt agreeable companion; ſo that it is no wonder if, 
with ſo many good qualities, he made himſelf acquaint- 
ed with the beſ} converſations of thoſe times. Queen 
Elizabeth had ſeveral of his plays ated before her, 
and without doubt gave him many gracious marks of 
her favour; it is that maiden princeſs. plainly, whom 
he intends by 


A fair Veſtal, throned by the Weſt. 
Midſummer-Night's Dream. 
And that whole paſlage is a compliment very properly 
brought in, and very handſomely applied to her. She 
was ſo well pleaſed with that admirable character of 
Falſtaff, in the two parts of Henry the Four iii, that the 
commanded him to continue it for one play more, and 
to ſhew him in love. This is ſaid to be the occaſion of 
his writing The Merry Wives of IWindſor. How well 
the was obeyed, the play itſelf is an admirable proof, 
Upon this occaſion it may not be improper to obſerve, 
that this part of Falſtaff is ſaid to have been written 
originally under the name of Oldcaſtle : ſome of that 
family being then remaining, the Queen was pleaſed 10 
command him to alter it ; upon which he made uſe of 
Falſtaff. The preſent offence was indeed avoided; but 
I do not know whether the author may not have been 
lomewhat to blame in his ſecond choice, ſince it is 
certain, that Sir John Falſtaff, who was a knight of the 
garter, and a lieutenant-general, was a name of diſtin- 
guiſhed merit in the wars in France in Henry V. and 
Henry VI's times. What grace ſoever the queen con- 
ferred upon him, it was not to her only he owed the 
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fortune which the reputation of his wit made. He had: 
the honour to meet with many great and uncommon, 
marks of favour and friendihip from the earl of South- 
ampton, famous in the hiſtories of that time for his 
friendſhip to the unfortunate Earl of Eſſex. It was to 
that noble lord that he dedicated his poem of Venus 
and Adonis. There is one inſtance fo ſingular in the 
magnificence of this patron of Shakeſpeare's, that if L 
had not been aſſured that the ſtory was handed down: 
by Sir William D' Avenant, who was probably very 
welt acquainted with his affairs, I ſhould not have 
ventured to have inſerted; that my Lord Southampton 
at one time gave him a thouſand pounds, to enable 
him to go through with a purchaſe which be heard he 
had a mind to. A bounty very great, and very rare at 
any time, and almoſt equal to that profuſe. generoſity. 
the preſent age has ſſie wn to French dancers and Ita- 
Ban ſingers. 

What partieular habitude or friendſhips b he e 
with private men, I have not been able to learn, more. 
than that every one who had a true taſte of merit, and 
could &iftirigniſh men, had generally a juſt value and- 
eſteem for- him, His exceeding candour and good- 
nature muſt certainly have inclined all the genteeler 
part of the world to love him, as the power of his wit 
obliged the men of the moſt delicate knowindge and 
polite learning to admire him. | 12 

His acquaintance : with, Ben Jobnſon began withar re- 
markable piece of humanityan good- nature: Mr John- 
ſon, who was at that time altogether, unknown to the 
world, had offered one. of. his plays to the players, in 
order to: have it aged; and the perſons into whoſe 
hands it was put, after having turned it careleſly and 
ſuperciliouſly over, were jult upon returning it to him, 
ith an ill-natured auſwer, that it would be ol no ſer- 
vice. to their company; ; When Shakeſpeare luckily ca(t 
his eye upon. it, and found ſomething ſo well in it ag 
to engage him firſt to read it through, and afterwards 


to recommend Mr Johnſon and his writings to the 


public. Johnſon was certainly a very good ſcholar, and 
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in that had the advantage of Shakeſpeare; though at 
the ſame time I believe it mult be allowed, that what 
Nature gave the latter, was more than a balance for 
what books had given the former; and the judgment 
of a great man upon this occafion was, I think, very 
jaſt and proper. In a converſation. between Sir John 
Suckling, Sir William D'Avenant, -Endymion Porter, 
Mr Hales of Eaton, and Ben Johnſon, Sir John Suck- 
Ing, who was a profeſſed admirer of Shakeſpeare, had 
undertaken his defence againſt Ben Johnſon with ſome 
warmth ; Mr Hales, who had fat ſtill for ſome time, 
told them, That if Mr Shakeſpeare had not read the 
« Ancients, he had likewiſe not ſtolen any thing from. 
them; and that if he would produce any one topic 
„ finely treated by any of them, he would undertake 
ei to ſhew ſomething upon the ſame En at leaſt as 
« well written by Shakeſpeare.” 

The latter part of his life was ſpent, as ; all men of. 
good ſenſe will wiſh theirs may be, in eaſe, retirement, 
and the converſation of his friends. He had the gaod- 
fortune to gather an eſtate equal to his occaſion, and, 
im that, to his with; and is ſaid to have ſpent ſome 
years before his death at his native Stratford, | 
' He died in the 53d year of his age, and was buried; 
on the north ſide of the chance], in the great church 
at Stratford, where a monument is placed in the wall. 
On his grave- -ſtone underneath. is, 


Good friend, for Jeſur ſake forbear © 
To dig the duſt inclofed here. $02. 
Bleſt be the man that ſpares theſe ſtones, 
And curſt be he that moves my bones. 


He had three daughters, of which two lived to be mar- 
ried ; Judith, the elder, to one Mr Thomas Quiney, 
by how ſhe. bad three ſons, who all died without chil- 
dren ; and Suſannah, who was his favourite, to Dr John 
Hall, a phyſician of good reputation in that country. 
She leſt one child only, a daughter, who was married 
rſt to Thomas Naſh, Eſq; and afterwards to Sir John 
Bernard of Abbington, but died likewiſe without iſſue, 
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This is what I could learn of any note, either rela- 


ting to himſelf or family. The character of the man is 
beſt ſeen in his writings 3 but ſince Ben Johnſon has 
made a ſort of an eſſay towards it in his Diſcoveries, I 
will give it in his words, 


IJ remember the players have often mentioned it as 


an honour to Shakeſpeare, that in writing (whatſo- 
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ever he penned) he never blotted out a line. My 
anſwer hath been, Would he had blotted a thouſand ! 
which they thought a malevolent ſpeech. I had not 
told poſterity this, but for their ignorance, who choſe 
that circumſtance to commend their friend by, where- 
in he moſt faulted, and to juſtify mine own candour ; 
for I loved the man, and do honour his memory, on 
this ſide 1dolatry, as much as any. He was, indeed, 
honeſt, and of an open and free nature, had an ex- 
cellent fancy, brave notions, and gentle expreſſions ; 
wherein he flowed with that facility, that ſometimes 
it was neceſſary he ſhould be ſtopped: Suflaminandns 
erat, as Auguſtus ſaid of Haterius. His wit was in 
his own power; would the rule of it had been ſo too! 
Many times he fell into thoſe things which could not 
eſcape laughter; as when he ſaid in the perſon of 
Cæſar, one ſpeaking to him, 


« Ceſar, thou doſt me wrong, ; 
He replied, 
« Ceſar did never wrong, but with juſi cauſe * : 


and ſuch like, which were ridiculous. But he re- 
deemed his vices with his virtues. There was ever 
more in him to be praiſed than to be pardoned.” 


* There is no ſuch paſſage in Shakeſpeare: the only thing 


like it is the following, near the beginning of the Third act 
of his Julius Cæſar: 


Know, Ceſar doth net wrong ; nor without cauſe 
Will he be ſatisfied. 


| Dramatis Perſonæ. 


if DUNCAN, King of Scotland. 


| MALCOLM, 3 Sons to the King. , 
| DoxXALBAIN, 


M4acBerH, 13 Generals of the king 5 army, 
BAN Quo, 
LENOX, 
MAcDuUFrer, 
Ross E, 
1 MENTEETH, 
þ AnGus, ; 
CATHNES'S, * 
FLEAN CE, Son to Banquo. £76 
| SIWwARD, General of the Engliſh Forces. 
„ YouNG SIWAR DD, his Son. 

SEYTON, an Officer attending on Macbeth, 
| So N to Macduff. | 
| ' DocToR. 


— mmm, — - 


. 


> Noblemen of Scotland. 


1 


| Lady MACBETH. 

Lady MACDOUFF. 
| GENTLEWOMEN attending on Lady Macbeth, 
x HE cATE, and three other Witches. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Oſſicers, Soldiers, and Attendants,, 


| Tho Ghoſt of Banquo, and ſeveral other Apparitions. 


SCENE, Tr the end of the Fourth Act, hes in England; thro 
* the reſt of the Play in Scotland, and chiefly at Macbeth's Ca, 
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ACT LI BCENEL 
An open Place. 
Thunder and lightning. Enter three Witches, 


ren. 


\ \ 7 H EN ſhall we three meet again, 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 
2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
When the battle's loſt and won. 
g Witch. That will be ere ſet of ſun, 
1 Witch. Where the place? 
2 Witch. Upon the heath. 
3 Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth. 
1 Witch. I come, I come, Grimalkin. 
2 Witch. Padocke calls——anon ! 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, 
Hover through the fog and filthy air.. 


[They riſe from the ſtage, and fly away, 
S CE N EI. 1 


Changes to a Palace at Foris. 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, with Arten 
dants, meeting a bleeding Captain. 


King. What bloody man is that? he can report, 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweſt ſtate. | ö 
Mal. This is the Serjeant | | 
Who, like a good, and hardy ſoldier, fought q 
Gainſt my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend! 
Sav to the king the knowledge of the hroil, 
As thou didſt leave it. 
Vo I. I. B 


14 enn Act J. 


Cap. Doubtful long it ſNtoog : 
As too ſpent ſwimmers that do cling together, 
And choke their art : the mercileſs Macdonel, 
(Worthy to be a rebel; for to that 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern iſles 
Of Kerns and Gallou-glaſſes was ſupply'd; 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel ſmiling, 
Shew'd like a rebel's, whore, But all too weak : 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerres that name) 
Diſdaming fortune, with. his brandi{ld Heel, - 
Which ſmok'd with bloody execution, 
Like Valour's minion carved out his paſſage, 
Till he had fac'd the ſlave; | - 
Who ne'er ſhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Fill he unſeam'd him from the nave to th' chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 8 - 
King. Oh, valiant couſin ! worthy gentleman !, _ 
Cap. As whence the. ſun %pins. his reflection. 
Shipwreckmg ſtorms and direful thunders break; 
So from that ſpring, whence. comfort ſeem'd to come, 
Diſcomforts well'd Mark, King of Scotland, mark; 
No ſooner Juſtice had, with valcur arm'd, 
Compell'd theſe ſkipping Kerns to truſt their heels, 
But the Norweyan lord, ſurveying vantage, 
With furbiſld arms and new ſupplies of men 
Began a freſh aſſault. 
King. Diſmaygd not this 
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo 7 ? 
Cap. Yes, | 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion. 
If I ſay ſooth, I muſt report they were 
As cannons nee - with double cracks, 
So they redoubled ſtrokes upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or wemorize another Golgatha, 
I cannot tell——. .. 
But I am faint, my gaſhes ery for ben. ; 
King. So well thy, words become thee, as thy wounds: 
They {ſmack of honour both. Go, get him ſurgeons. N 
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Enter Roſſe and Angus. 1 
But who comes here) { 
Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſſe. ' 
Len. What haite looks through his eyes ? 
So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrange, 
Roſſe. God fave the king ! 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
Ro{je. From Fife, great king, 
Where the Norweyan banners flout the ſky, 
And fan our people cold, 
Norway himſelf, with numbers terrible, 
Aſliſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor, 'gau a diſmal conflict; 
'Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſelf-compariſons, 
Point againſt point rebellious, arm *gainſt arm, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit, To conclude, 
The victory fell on as. 
King Great happineſs ! 
R»jje. Now Sweno, Norway's king, craves compoſition : : 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he diſburſed, at Saint Colmes-kiln iſle, 
Ten thouſand dollars, ro our gen'ral uſe, 
King. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our boſom int'reſt. Go, pronounce his death; 
And wita his former title greet Macbeth. 
Ro{je. I'll ſee it done. 
Kings. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won. 
[ Exeunt., 


s S NR . 
Changes to the Heath. 


T:under. Enter the three Witches. 
Iich. Where haſt thou been, ſiſter? 191 
2lWitch, Killing ſwine. * is p 
3 Witch. Siſter, where thou ? i 
1 Witcl A ſailbr's wiſe had cheſuuts in her lap, p 


Aud mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht, Give me, 
quoth J. | ERA 
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Aroint thee, witch !——the rump- fed ronyon cries. 
Her huſband's to Aleppo gone, maſter o the Tyger : 
But in a ſieve PI! thither ſail, 
And like a rat without a tail, 
VII do I'll do and PII do. 
2 Witch, PII give thee a wind. 
x Witch. Thou art kind. 
3 Witch. And I another. 
1 Witch. I myſelf have all the other. 
And the very points they blow ; 
All the quarters that they know, 
I' th? ſhip-man's card 
I will drain him dry as hay; 
Sleep ſhall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid; 
He ſhall live a man forbid ; 
Weary ſev'n nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine ; 
Though his bark cannot be lot, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt-toſt, 
Look, what I have. 
2 Witch. Shew me, ſhew me. 
I Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreckt as homeward he did come. [Drum within, 
3 Witck. A drum, a drum! ET. 
Macbeth doth come ! 
All. The weird ſiſters, hand in hand, 
Poſters of the ſea and land, | 


Thus do go about, about, 


Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace!——the charm's wound up. 


S CE N E IV. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo, wizh Soldiers, and other 
Attendants. 
Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen. 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Foris ?—What are theſe, 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire, 
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That look not like tli' inhabitants o th' earth, 

And yet are on't! live you, or are you aught 

That man may queſtion ! You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 


Upon her ſkinny lips. You ſhould be women; 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſo. 
Mac b. Speak, if you can; what are you! 
1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Tun of 


Glamis! 
2 Witch. All-hail Macbeth! hail to thee, TRAILS of | 
Cawdor ! | 
3 Witch. All-bail, Macbeth! that ſhalt be King licde- 
after. 


Ban. Good ſir, why do you ſtart, and ſeem to fehr 
Things that do found ſo fair? Þ th? name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed [To the Witches, 
Which outwardly ye ſhew ? My noblt partner 
You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, 

That he ſeems rapt withal; to me you ſpeak not. 
If you can look into the ſeeds of time, 

And ſay which grain will grow, and which will not ;- 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 

Your favours, nor your hate. at f 

Hitch. Hail! is Bis | ; 

2 Witch Hail 9 Jt 1178 

3 Witch Hail! > 

I Vite. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. - 


» 


3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get kings, though thou be none; 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 

Vite Banquo and Macbeth, all-hall! and 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect ſpeakers, tell me more 
By Sinel's death; 1 know Pm Thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives, l 9 
A proſp'rous-gentle han; and to be kings 9 
Stands not within the prolpect of belief ü 
No more than to be Gay dir Say from nc d i 
You owe this e ye 2 or W, Hy 


: 
1 * > : 
4 % * * 


1220 3 G ui . a9 © 5 AMR. 


18 a. 0,8. 3 TM. ASK 
Upon this blaſted heath, you ſtop our way, 
With uch prophetic greeting ?—Speak, I charge you, 
[ Witches vani/#. 
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has; 
And theſe are of them. Whither are they vaniſpd? 
Mach. Into the air; and what ſeem'd corporal 
Melted, as breath into the wind.— 
Would they had ſtaid ! 
Ban, Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
That takes the reaſon priſoner ? 
Mach. Your children ſhall be kings. 
Ban. You {hall be king. 
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too; : went it not ſo? 
Ban. To th' lelf-lame tune, and words. Who's here? 


FM. 
Eater Roſle aud Angus. 


Roffe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy ſucceſs; and when he reads 
Thy perſonal venture in the rebePs fight, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend 
Which ſhould be thine, or his. Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'er the reſt o? th? felf-ſame day, 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail 
Came polt on poſt; and every one did. bear 
Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence, 
And pour'd them down before him. 121 
Aug. We are ſent 
To give thee, from our royal maſter, my 
Only to herald ”_ into his fights 
Nat pay thee, 24.5%: 
Roſe. andfor a an eine of a euer e MP 


He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor 2 


In which addition, hail, 1 _—_— Thane } 
For it 3s thine. - | 

Bas. What, can the devil fred true? 

Mach. The Thane of Ca dor lives; al Wc 
Why do you dreſs me in bit borrow'd robes ? 


Act I. nr. 70 


Ang. Who was the Thane lives yet; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway, or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and "vantage, or that with both 
He labour'd in his country's wrack, I know not: 
But treaſons capital, confeſs'd, and prov'd, 
Have nm erthrown him. 


Mach Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor ! [Aſidt. 
The greateſt is behind. Thanks for your pains. 
[To Angus, 


Do you not hope your children ſhall be kings? 
| [Fo Banquo, 

When thoſe, that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no leſs to them? 

Ban. That truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the erown, 
Beſides the Thane of Cawdor, But 'tis ſtrange : 
And often times, to win us to our harm, 
The inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths, 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray us 
In deepeſt conſequence. 
Couſins, a word, I pray you. [To Rofle and Angus, 

Mach. Tus truths are told, [ Aſide, 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the imperial theme. I thank you, gentlemen— 
voi [To Roſſe and Angus. 
This ſupernatural ſolliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good —If ill, 
Why hath it giv'n me earneſt of ſucceſs, | 
Commencing in a truth? P'm Thane of Cawdor, 
If good, why do I yield to that ſuggeiiion 
Whole horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my feated heart knock at my ribs 
Againſt the wie of nature? Prefent fears 
Are leſs than herrible imaginings. 
My thought, whole murder yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man, that function 
Is ſmothered in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, 
But what is not, 2245 


S ern 3 
Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt! | 


Mach. It Chance will have me king, why, Chance 


| may crown me,. LAſids. 
Without my ſtir. nid 
Ban. New honours come upon him, 1 5 


Like our ſtrange garments; cleave not to their mould; 
But with the aid of uſe. 
Mach. Come what come may, 


Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt day. 


Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure, 
Adacb. Give me your favour, My dull brain was, 
wrought” . P wen ue il 
With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſtred where every day I turn 
[To Roſſe and Angus, 
The leaf to read them.—Let us tow'rd the King; 
Think upon what hath chanc'd ; and at more time, 
[Lo Banque, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeak \ 
Our free hearts each to other, : 
Ban. Very gladly: 
Macb, Till then enough. Come, friends. bee. 


S C EI N. E. VIE 
Changes to the Palace. " 


U 
flouriſh. Enter King, Malcolm, — Lenos 


and Attendants, 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor yet 
Or not thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd? | 
Mal. My liege, 
They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke 
With one that ſaw him die, who did report, ff 
That very-frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons, 
Implor'd your highnefs? pardon, and ſet forth- 
A deep repentance : nothing in hs life 
Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd | 
As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt-thing he wa | 
As *twere a careleſs trifle, - —— 44th 
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King. There's no art 
To find the mind's conſtruction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An abſolute truſt, | 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roſſe and Angus. 


O worthieſt couſin ! 
The fin of my ingratitude e'en now 
Was heavy oh me. Thowrt ſo far before, 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow 
To overtake thee. Would thou'dſt leſs deſerv'd, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only I've left to ſay, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 
Magb. The ſervice and the loyalty F owe, 
In doing it pays itſelf. Your Highneſs part 
Is to receive our duties; and our duties 
Are to your throne and ſtate, children and ſervants; 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 
Safe tow'rd your love and honour, 
King, Welcome hither: 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be known 
No leſs to have done fo : let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 
Ban. There if I grow, 
The harveſt is your own. 
King. My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 
In drops of ſorrow. Sons, kinſmen, Thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon | 
Our eldeſt Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland + which honour mult, 
Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only; 
But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 
On all defervers.—Hence to ene, 
And bind us further to you. 
Aach. The reſt is labour, which is not t ud for You. 
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I' be myſelf the harbinger, and make er 

The hearing of my wife with your approtchs; 

So humbly take my leave 7 8H 
King. My worthy Cawdor ! | 
Mach. The Prince of Cumberland! That is a flop, 

On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'er-leap, [ Ajidg. 

For in my way it lyes. Stars, hide your fires ! | 

Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires ; 

The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be, * 

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. [ Exit. 
King. True worthy Banquo ; he is full to valiant; 

And in his commendations I am fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let us W him, 

Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome: 

It is a peerleſs kinſman. [Flourifh, Exeunt. 


S C EN E VI. 


Changes to an apartment in Macbeth's Caſile, at 
” Inverneſs. 


* 
* 


Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a letter, 


SANE: 14 met me in the day of ſucceſs; and I have 

tearwd by the perfacteſt report, they have 
more in them than mortal knowledse. When I burnt in 
de ſire to queſtion them further, they made themſelves air, 
into uicht they vani/ld. .Whil: I flood rapt in the 
wonder of it, came miſſives fram the King, who all hail'd 
me Thane of Cawdor, by which title, before, theſe weigd 
ſiſters ſaluted me, and referred me to the coming on of 
time, with hail, king that ſhalt be! This have I thought 
good to deliver thee (my dears/t partner of greatneſs) 
that thou mig ht ſt not loſe the dues of rejoicing, by being 
ignorant of what greatneſs is promzis'd thee. Lay it to 
thy hears, and farewell. 


Glamis chou art, and Cawdor—and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis'd. Yet do I fear thy nature; ; 
It is too fußt o' th' milk of human kindneſs, 

To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldſt be great, 
Art not without ambition; but without 


The ine ſs ſnould attend it. What thou wouldſt highly, 
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That wouldſt thou holily ; would(t not play falſe, 

And yet wouldſt wrongly win. Thou'dſt have, great Glamis, 
That which cries, Thus thou mult do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou doſt fear to do, 

Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 


That I may pour my ſpirits in thine ear, 


And chaſtiſe, with the valour of my tongue, 
All that impedes thee from the golden round 
Which fate and metaphyſical aid doth ſeem 
To have thee crown'd withal. 


Enter Meſſenger. + 
What is yonr tidings ? 

Z1e/7. The King comes here to-night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it. 

Is not thy waſter with him? who, were't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Teſ" So pleaſe you, it is true: our Thane is coming. 
One of my feliows had the ſpeed of him; | 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 

Lady. Give him tending ; 

He brings great news. The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
[ Exit Meſ. 


That croaks the fatal-entrance of Duncan 


Under my battlements. Come, all you ſpirits 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 

And fill me, from the crown to th toe, topfull 

Of direſt cruelty ; make thick my blood, 

Stop up th' acceſs and paſſage to remorſe, 

That no compunctious viſitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 

Th? effect and it. Come to my woman's breaſts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring miniſters! 
Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances 
You wait on nature's miſchief, —Come thick Night! 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell, 

That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes, 1 
Nor Heav*n peer through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry Hold, 01d. | | 1 


= 
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s Enter Macbeth. | 
Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor !- [Embracing hin, 


| Greater than both, by the all hail hereafter ! 


Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
T his' ignorant preſent time, and I feel now 
The future in the inſtant, 

Mach Deareſt love, 
Duncan comes here to- night. 

Lady And when goes hence ? 

Mach. To-morrow, as he purpoſes, 

Lady Oh, never 
Shall ſun that morrow ſee ! 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men 
May read ſtrange matters. To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under't. He, that's coming, 
Mutt be provided for; and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom, 

Mach. We will ſpeak further, 

Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear. | 
Leave all the reſt to me, | F Exeant, 


SCN. 
Before Macbeth's Caſtle Gate. 


Hautboys and torches. Ente: King, Malcolm, Donalbain, 
Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roſle, Angus, and Aﬀttendautss 


King. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat; the air 
Nimbly and ſweetly recommends itſelf 
Unto our gentle ſenſes. 

Pan. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple-haunting: martler, does approve, 
By his lov'd maſonry, that Heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze, 
Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 


114. 
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Hath made his-pendant bed, and procreant cradle : -, 


- Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have Far? th 


The air is delicate. 


Enter Lady Macbeth, 


King See, ſee our honoured hoſteſs ! 
The love that follows us, ſometimes is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thank as love. Herem I teach you 
How you ſhould bid god-eyld us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 
Lady. All our ſervice 
In every po'lit twice done, and then done double) 
Were pbor and ſingle bufineſs to contend 
Againſt thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your Majeſty loads our houſe. For thoſe of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We reſt your hermits. 
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well, 
And his great love (ſharp as his ſpur) hath holp him 
To's home before us. Fair and noble hoſteſs, | 


We are your gueſt to-night. 


Lady. Your ſervants ever 

Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs in compt, ; 
To make their audit at your Highneſs pleaſure : : 

Still to return your own. . 
King. Give me your hand; 2 

Conduct me to mine hoſt : we Tove him highly ; 

And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 

By your Os hoſteſs, | Txeunt. 


255 e e e e 
Changes io an Apartment in Maebeth - Caſte. 


Hauthoys, torches. Enter divers Servants with tier 
and ſervice over the ſtage. Nen Macbeth. 


Maob: TH were done, when 'tis done, then, river { 
well 


t were done quickly: if tw amininatton © | 23 
VOI. I. 2 


The deep damnation of his taking off: 
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Could tramel up the conſequence, and catch 

With its futceaſe fucceſs ; that but this blow 
Might be the be- all and the end-all=— Here, . 
But here, upon this bank and fſhoal of time, 

We'd jump the life to come — But in theſe caſes, 
We {till have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions; which being taught, return 
To plague th' inventor. Even- handed juſtice 
Commends th' ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 

Firſt as J am his kinſman and his ſubject, 

Strong both againſt the deed ; then, as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murd'rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been 

$o clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againſt 


And pity, like a naked new-borne babe, | 
Strjding the blaſt, or heaven's cherubin hors'd ; 
Upon the Ghtleſs courſers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye : 

That tears ſhall drown the wind. I have no ſpur 
Ta prick the ſides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition. which o'erleaps itſelf, | 
And falls on th? other 


$.C FN E . 
Buer Lady Macbeth. 


How now ? what news? | 
Lady. He's almoſt ſupp'd ; why have you left the cham. 
Mob. Hath he aſked fos me?, {ber | 
Lady. Know you not he has? | 
Mach. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs, 

He hath' honour'd me of late; and I have brought - - 

Golden opinions from all forts of people, | 

Which would be worn now in their neweſt = | 

Not caſt aſide fo ſoon. 


Lady. Was the hope drunk 


bur 


ham. | 
ber ! | 


els. 
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Wherein you dreſt yourſelf? hath it flept ſince? 
And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale 
At what it did ſo freely? from this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thine own act and valour, 
As thou art in deſire ? would'ſt thou have that, 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 
Like the poor cat in th' adage. 

Mach. Pr'ythee, peace: 
J dare do all that may become a man: 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady. What beaſt was't then, 


Fhat made you break this enterprize to me? 


When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And (to be more than what you were) you would 
Be ſo much more the man, Nor time, nor place 
Did then cohere, and yet you would make both : 
They%ve made themſelyes; and that their fitneſs now 
Does un make you. I have given ſuck, and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me 
I would, while it was finiling in my face, 
Have pluckt my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſh'd the brains out, had I but ſo ſworn 
As you have done to this. 
Macb. If we ſhould fall 
Lady. We fail. 
But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is aſleep, 
(Whereto the rather {hall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him), his two chamberlaing 
Will I with wine and waſſel ſo cenvince, 
That memory (the warder of the brain} 
Shall be a fume ; and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only; when in ſwiniſh ſleep 
Their drenched natures ly as in a death, 
What cannot you and'I perform upon 
TH unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 


His {ſpongy —_ whe ſhall bear the Eile 
a 


| 
| 
| 
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Of our great quell ? 
Mach. Bring forth men-children only! 
For thy undaunted metal ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy twe 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 
That they have done't ? 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ſhall make eur griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? | 
Mach, Pm ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow, 
Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 
[ Exeunt. 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
A Hall in Macbeth's Ca/tle. 


Euter Banquo, and Fleance uit a torch before him. | 


Banquo. 
H O W goes the night, boy? 
Fle. The moon is down : I have not heard 
the clock. 
Ban. And ſhe goes down at twelve. 
Fle. I take 't, tis later, Sir. 
Ban. Hold, take my ſword; There's huſbandry in 
heav'n, a 
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy ſummons lyes like lead upon me, 8 
And yet I would not ſleep; Merciful pow'rs ! 
Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way. to in repoſe. 


Enter Macbeth, and a Ser uant with a torch, 


Give me my {word ; who's there? 

Mach, A friend. 

Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the King's a-bed. 
He hath to night been in unuſual pleaſure, 
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And ſent great largeſs to your offigers ; 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of the molt kind Hades ang aur uß 
In mealurelels content. 

Mach Being unprepard, 
Our will became the ſervant to defect; 
Which ele ihould free have wrought, 

Ban. All's well. 
I dreamt laſt night of the three welrd figers : 
To you they've ſhew'd ſome truth, 

Mach. I think not of them; 
Yet when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 
Would ſpend it in ſome words upon that Naefe 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban At your kind leiſure. 

Mach If you thall cleave ta my copſent, when tis, 
It mall make honour for you, 

Ban, $0 | loſe none 
In ſeeking to augment it, but ti} 1 
My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I {hall be counſell'd. 

Mach Good repoſe the while ! 

Ban. Thanks, Sir, the like to you. 

{ Exevnz Banquo and Fleance. 
. 

Micb. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, | 
She ſtiike upon the bell Get thee to bed. [Exit Serv. 
Is this a dagger which I fee before me, | | 
The handle to 1rd my hand? Come, let me cluich thee, | 
I have thee not, and yet I (ee thee (till, | 
Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 
To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but. 
A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation : | 
Proceeding from the heat oppreſſed br. in? re | 
T fee thee yet in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw 


Thou marſhaÞit me the way that [ was going; 
Ang ſuch an inſtru ment I was to uſe. 


Mine eyes are made rhe _ o ti? other fenfes, 
3 
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Or elſe worth all the reſt———1 ſee thee till ; | 
And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 


Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing 


It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er one half the world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd ſleep: now witcheraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd murder, 
(Alarmed by his ſentinel, the wolf, 

Whoſe howl's his wateh) thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtrides, tow'ards his deſign. 


Moves like a ghoſt— Thou ſound and firm- ſet earth, 


Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about ;- 

And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it, —— Whilſt 1 threat, he lives 


LA bell rings. 


Words to the Meat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

1 go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 

That ſummons thee to heaven or to hell. [Exit., 


S CE N E. III. 
Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made 
me bold: 


What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. Hark l. 


peace! 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal. bell-man, 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt good-night—he is about it— 
The doors are open; and the ſurfeited grooms. 


Do mock their charge with ſhores. Pve drugg'd their. 


That death and nature do contend about them, [poſſets, 
Whether they live or die. 
Enter Macbetl. 
Mach. Who's there? what, ho ?——— 
Lady. Alaek! I am afraid they have awal'd, 
And 'tis not done; th? attempt and not the deed 


Confounds us——Hark !——Llaid their daggers ready, 


be —-Vęꝛê ama 
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He could not miſs em Had he not reſembled; 

My father as he ſlept, I had done't - My huſband! 
Mach. I've done the deed—did(t thou not hear a noiſe & 
Lady. T heard the owl ſcream, and the crickets cry. 

Did not you ſpeak ? 
Mach. When? 


Lady. Now. 

Mach. As I deſcended? 

Lady. Ay. . | 
Mach. Hark ! who lyes i? th! ſecond chamber? 


Lady. Donalbain, , 

Mach. This is a ſorry fight! [ Looks on his hands, 

Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay, a ſorry ſight. 

Macb. There's one did laugh | in's ſleep, and one cry'd. 

Murder! 
They wak'd each other; and. I ſtood and heard them; 
But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs'detbem 
Again to ſleep. | 

Lady, There are two lodg'd together. 

Macb. One cry'd, God bleſs us! and Amen, the abner $ 
As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands, 
LiſPning their fear, I could not ſay Amen, 

When they did ſay; God bleſs us. ö 

Lady. Conſider it not fo deeply. 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen; 
J had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my thxoat. 

Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought 
After theſe ways; ſo, it will make us mad. 

Mach, Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more!“ 
Macbeth doth murder ſleep ; the innocent ſleep. ; | 
Sleep, that knits up the revelPd. ſleeve of care, 

The death of each day's life, ſore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great Nature's fecond courſe, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. | 

Lady. What do you mean? Ack | 

Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the Houfe; | 
Glamis hath. murder'd ſleep, and therefore Cawdor. | 
Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth. ſhall ſteep no more t | 


— — — — 
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Lady. Who was it that thus cryd? why, worthy 
You do unbend your noble {trength, to think { Thane, 
$5 brain-ſiekly of tings; go, get ſome water, 
nd wall this filthy-wHygets from your hand 
V |.y did you bring theſe aaggers from the place? 
They mult ly there Go carry them, and ſmear 
The ſlcepy grooms with blood. | 

MMacb. I'll go no more; PEER 
Jam afraid to think what I have done; 

Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirin of purpole ! 

Give me the daggers; the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of Childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed 4 7 
I' gild the faces of the grooms withal, 


For it mut ſeem their guilt. { Exit. 
Knocks within, | 
Mach. Whefice js that knocking? LStarting. 


How 3s't with me, when every noiſe appals me ? 

What hands are here? hah! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wath this blood 

Clean from my hand? no, this my hang will rather 
Thy multitudinous ſea incarnadine, 

Making the green one red. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo White; I hear a knocking [ Knock, 
At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber, 

A little water clears us of this deed. 
How eaſy is it then? your conſtancy 
Hath left you upattended—hark, more knocking ![ Knock, 
Get on your night-gown, leſt occaſion call us, 
And ſhew us to be watchers; be not Joſt 
So poorly in your thoughts 

AMagb. To know my deed, *twere beſt not know 
".. .--* my | 
Wake, Dungan, w ich this knocking: would thou could'ſt ! 

LExcunt. 
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Enter a. Porter. 


[Knocking within. ] Port. Here's a knocking, indeed: 
if a man were porter of hell-gate, he ſhould have old 
turning the key. | Knock. ] Knock, knock, knock, 
Who's there, i' th' name of Belzebub? Here's a farmen; 
that hang'd himſelf on the expectation of plenty: come 
in time, have napkins enough about you, here you'll 
ſweat for't. [ Kuock.] Knock, knock. Who's there, in 
th' other devil's name? Faith, here's an equivocator, 
that could ſwear in both the ſcales againſt either ſcale, 
who committed treaſon enough for God's ſake, yet could 
not equivocate to. heav'n: oh, come in, equivocator, 
[Knock.] Knock, knock, knock. Who's there? Faith 
here's an Engliſh taylor come hither for {tealing out of 
a French hoſe : come in, taylor, here you may roaſt 
your gooſe. [Knock.] Knock, knock. Never at quiet! 
what are you? but this place is too. cold for hell I'll 
devil porter it no further: I had thought to have let in 
ſome of all profeſſions, that go the primroſe way to 4 
everlaſting bonfire | Knock. } Anon, anon, I pray you 
remember the porter, 1 ö 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do ly ſo late? 

Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing 'till the ſecond 
cock: and drink, Sir, is a great provoker of three things; 

Macd. What three things doth drink eſpecially pro- 
voke ? | 

Port. Marry, Sir, noſe-painting, ſleep, and urine. 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unpravokes ; it provokes 
the deſire, but it takes away the performance. There- 
fore much drink may be ſaid to be an equivocator with 
techery ; it makes him and it mars him; it ſets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perſuades him and diſheartens 
bim; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to; in conclu-. 
be equi uocates him into a ſleep, and giving him the 
he leaves him. | 
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Macd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie laſt night. 
Port. That it did, Sir, i' th' very throat on me; but 

I requited him for his lie; and, I think, being too ſtrong 

for him, though he took up my legs ſometime, yet I 

made a ſhift to caſt him. 

- Macd Is thy maſter ſtirring ? 

Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes, 

Len, Good-morrow, noble Sir. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Good-morrow, both. 

Macd. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Macd, He did command me to call timely on him; 
ve almoſt ſlipt the hour. 

Mach. I'Il bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you: 

But yet *tis one. 

Mach, The labour, we delight in, phyſiccs pain; 
This is the door. 

Mecd. I'll make ſo bold to call, for tis my limited 

ſexviceg [Exi# Macduff. 

Len. Goes the King hence to-day ? 

Mach. He did appoint ſo. 

Len. The night has been unruly ; where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they fay, 
Lamentings heard i' th' air, ſtrange ſcreams of death, 
And propheſying with accen's terrible 
Of dire combuſtion, and confuſed events, 

New hatch'd to th? woful time: 

The obſcure bird clamour'd the live-long night. 
some ſay, the earth was few'rous, and did ſhake. 
cb. 'Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A ſellow to it. 


Enter Macduff. 
Macd. O horror 1 horror! horror! 


Nor tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name thee, 
Macb. and Len, What's the matter? 
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Micd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter-piece 
Moſt ſacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o' th' building. 
Mach. What is't you ſay? the life? 
Len. Mean you his Majeſty ? 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon. Do not bid me ſpeak; 
Sce, and then ſpeak yourſelves. Awake! awake! 
[ Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox, 
Ring the alarum bell murder ! and treaſon ! 
B:irouo and Donalbain ! Malcolm! awake! 
Si::ke off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death iti. up, up, and ſee 
The great doom's image Malcolm! Banquo ! 
As from vour graves riſe up, and walk like ſprights, 
To countenance this horror. 


EE WV; 
Bell rings Euter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. What's the bufineſs, 
That fuch an hideous trumpet calls to parly 
The ſleepers of the houſe? ſpeak. 
Micd. Gentle Lade, | 
'Tis not for vou to hear what I can ſpeak. 
The repetition in a woman's ear 
Would murder as it fell. <0: Banquo, Banqua ! 
Enter Banquo, 


Our royal maſter's murder'd. | 
' Loady. Woe, alas?! | | 2 
What, in our houſe?- 
Ban. Too cruel, any where. 
Macduf, I pr'ythee, contradict thyſelf, 
And ſay it is not o. 
Euter Macbeth. Lenox, and Roſſe. 
Mach. Had I but dy'd an hour before th is chance, 
Id liv'd a bleſſed time: for, from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality) j | 
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All is but toys; Renown and Grace is dead; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is leſt this vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolm, and Donalbain. 


Don. What is amils ? 

XMacb. You are, and do not know't: 

The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is ſtopt, the very ſource of it is ſtopt. 

Macd. Your royal father's murder 'd, 

Mal. Ob, by whom? 

Len. Thoſe of his.chamber, as it ſeem'd. had done't ; 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 

So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows; they ſtar'd. and were diſtracted ; 
No man's life was to be truſted with them, 

Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you ſo ? 

Macb. Who can be wife. amaz'd, temperate and fu- 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? no man, [rious, 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-run the -pauſer, Reaſon. Here lay Duncan; 

His ſilver ſkin laced with his golden blood. 

And his gaf{l\'d ſtabs look'd like a breach in nature, 
For Ruin's walteful entrance; there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their dapgers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make's love known ? 

Lady. Help me hence, ho! [Seeming to . 

Macd. Look to the lady. 3-3. a 

Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, +. * | 
That moſt may claim this argument for ours? * 

Don. What ſhduld be ſpoken here, TW 
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 

May ruſh and ſeize us? Let's av ay z our tears 
Are not yet brew'd: | 

Mal. Nor our long ſorrow on K 1 

The foot of motion. 24 
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Ban. Look to the Lady; [ Lady Macbeth js carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, | 
That ſuffer in expoſure, let us meet, 

And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us: 
In the great hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight EN 
Ob'treasnous malice, | | 
Mach. So do J. 
All. So, all. 
Macb. Let's briefly put on inte readineſs, 
And meet i“ th' hall together. t 
All. Well contented. [Exeunt. - 
Mal. What will you do? let's not conſort with them: 
To) fhew an unfelt ſorrow, is an office 
Which the falſe man does eaſy. I'II to England. 
Don. To Ireland I;-our ſeparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer: where we are, 
There's daggers in mens-{miles ; the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 
Mal. This murd'rous ſhaft that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted; and our ſafeſt way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horle, 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, . 
But ſhift away; there's warrant in that theft 
Which ſteals itſelf when there's no mercy leſt. [Exeunt. - 


$.CENE VL; 
The outſide of Macbeth's Gar 


Enter Roſe, with an old Alan. 


Old Man, Threeſcore and ten I can remember well. 
Within the volume of which time I've ſeen ' 
Hours creadful, and things ſtrange ; but this ta night: 
Hath trifled former knowings:' 

Re. Ah, good father, | 
Thou ſeeſt the heavens, as troubled with man's act, 
Threaten this bloody ſtage: by th? clock tis day; % 
And yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp; 

Vo. I. D 


38 ee. Act II. 
Is't night's predominance, or the day's ſhame, 
That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 
"When living light ſhould kiſs it ? 

Old M. *'Tis unnatural, | | 
Even Jtke-the deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt, 
A faulcon, tow'ring in her pride of place, 

Was by a mouſing owl'hawk't at, and kilPd. 


Roſſe. And Duncan's horſes, (a thing moſt ſtrange and 
certain !) 


Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainſt obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. 
Old M. ?Fis ſaid they eat each other. 
Roſſe. They did ſoz to the amaze ment of mine eyes, 
That leok'd upon't. 
Enter Macduff. 
Here comes the good Macduff. 
| How*goes the world, Sir, now ? 
Macd. Why, ſee you not? 
Roſſe. Is't know n who did this more than bloody deed? 
Macd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain, 
Roſſe. Alas the day! 
"What good could they pretend ? 
Macd, They were ſuborn'd ; 
Malcolm and Doenalbain, the King's two ſons, 
Are ſtoPn away and fled, which puts upon them 
Suſpicion of the deed. 4 
Roſſe Gainſt nature ſtill; | 
Thriftleſs ambition ! that will raven up 
Thine own life's means.—Then 'tis moſt like 
The ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth! 
Maca. He is already nan d, and gone to Scone, 
To be ine ted. nn {4 
Roſſe. Where is 5 Duncan S body? ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmeskiln, | N 
The facred ftore-honſe of his; predeceſſors, 
And guardian of their bones. | 
Roſſe. Will you to Sone? 


* 4 _ . 
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Macd. No, couſin, I'll to Fife. 8 
Rojſe. Well, I will thither, 
Macd, Well, may you. ſee things well done, 6; there, 
adieu; N 
Leſt our old robes; fit; eaſier a our new! 1 th, n 
Roſſe. Farewel, Father. 
Old M. God's benniſon go with you, 5 WY thoſe 
That would make good of bad, and friends of fes. 
ue 


A 8 T II. 7 e N E. 
An Apartment: in the Polt. 


Enter Banquoz. ; 


2 + H O U- haſt it now; King, Cawdor; Tlawis; al ; 
The weird women promis'd ; and, 1 N is 
Thou play'dſt moſt fouly for't: yet it vn ſaid, 

It ſhould not ſtand in thy poſterit j | .- 

But that myſelf ſhould be the root, and father L 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine), 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And ſet me up in hope? but, huſh, no more. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Macbeth/as King, Lady Mac- 
beth, Lenox, Roſſe, Lords and Attendants, 


Mach. Here's our chief gueſt. 

Lady, If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feaſt, 
And all things unbecoming. 

Mach, To-night we hold a ſolemn upper Sir, 
And Pl requeſt your prefence; 

Bun. Lay your Highneſs' | 
Commahd-upon me; to the which my duties 
Are with a moſt indiſſoluble tye 
For ever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon? 
Ban, Ay, my good Lord. 
D 2. 


* 
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Mucb. We ſhould have elſe deſir'd 
Vour good advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 
And proſperous) in this day's council; but 
We'll take to-morrow, Is it far you ride? 
Ban, As far; my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the better, 
If T'muſt become à borrower of the night 
| Fr a dark hour or twain, . 
i Much. Fail not our feaſt, 
5 Ban. My Lord, I will not. 
ll Magb. We heas our blaody couſins are beſlog'd 
ll In Etgland and in Ireland; not c6n feffing” © 
It Their cruel parricide, filling their bearers 


ly | With ſtrange invention; but of that to-morrow ; 

|| When wherewithal'we ſhall have cauſe of ſtate, 

| Jus ing us joimtly. Hie, to borſ&-:1 allieu. 
. Till you returuſat night. Goes Fleance with you? 


hi Ban, A, wy good Lord; our. tune does call upon us. 

jy Macb. I wiſh ypur horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot; | 

And ſo I do E4mpOnd you to. their backs; ; | 

Farewell. | [Exit Hangs. 

Let ev'ry man be aſi of his time 

Till ſeven at night: to make ſociety | 

The ſweeter welcome, we will. keep ourſelf | 

'Till ſupper-tine alone: till then, God be with you. | 
 [Exeaunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords, | 


$CENE 1. 
Manent Macbeth, aud a Servant. 


E 
24.4 


Sirrah, a wordzwith you: attend thoſe, men 
Our pleaſure ? 
Serpe They are, my Lord, without the palace. nts. 
Mach. Bring them before us. — To be thus 
nothing; [Exit TI. 
But to bg ſafely thus Our fears in Banquo a0 
Stick deep; and in his rayalty of nature 
Reigns that which would be fear'd.? Tis much he daręs; : ; 
And to that dauntle(s temper of his mind, | b 
He hath a wiſdom that goth. guide his valour A ö 


on > 


f 
5 
|; 
0 
is] 
| 
1 


1 


inn. MACBETH At 
To act in ſafety. There is none but he 

Whoſe being I do fear: and under him 

My genius is rebuk'd ; as it is ſaid 

Anthony's was by Czſar. He chid the ſiſters, 
When firſt they put the name of King upon me, 
And bade them ſpeak to him ; then, prophet-like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings. 

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 

And put a barren ſceptre in my gripe, 

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 

No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If *tis fo, 

For Banquo's iſſue have I fil'd my mind; 

For them, the gracious Duncan have I murder'd; 
Put rancours in the veſſel of my peace 

Only for them; and mine eternal jewel 

Giv'n to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings. The ſeed of Banquo kings! 
Rather than ſo, come Fate into the liſt, 

And champion me to th' utterance !—— Who's chere ? 


Enter Servant, and two Murderers. 


Go to the door, and ſtay there till we call. [ Ex. Serv. 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 

Murd. It was, ſo pleaſe your Highneſs, 

Mach. Well then, now | 
You have conſider'd of my ſpeeches, know 
That it was he. in the times paſt, which held you 
So under fortune; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent telf ; this I made good to you 
In our laſt conf'rence, paſt in probation with you 
How you were borne in hand; how croſs'd; the in- 

ſtruments 

Who wrought with them; and all things elſe; that might 
To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd, 
Say, Thus did Banquo. 

1 Mur d. True, you made it known, 

Mach. I did ſo: and went further, which is now 
Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 
Your patience ſo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? are you ſo goſpell'd, 

D 3 
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To pray for this good man, and for his iſſue, + 
Whole heavy; hand hath bow'd you to the. gra! e, | 
And beggar'd yours for ever? 

3 Myrd; We are men, my Liege. 

Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, and grey-hounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, curs, 
Showghes, water-rugs, and demy-wolves are clep'd 
All by the name of dogs; the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
The hpuſe-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all ahke; and ſo of men: 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, 
And not in the worſt rank of manhood, ſay it, 
And I will put that huſineſs in your boſoms, 
W hoſe execution takes your enemy off; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wear our health but ſickly in his life, 


Which in bis death were perfect. 


2 Murd. I am one 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have ſo incens'd, that I am reckleſs. what 
J do, to ſpite the world. 

i Murd. And I another, 

So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune,. 
That I would ſer my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. 

Mach. Both of you 
Know Banquo was your enemy. 

Murd. True, my Lord. 

Macb. So is he mine: and in ſuch bloody diſtance, 
That every minute of his being thruſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of life; and though I could 
Wich bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my ſight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 

For certain friends that are both his and mine, 


Whole loves I may not drop; but wail his falh 


-S 
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Whom I myſelf ſtruck down; and thence it is, 
That I to your aſſiſtance do make love, 
Maſking the bufineſs from the common eye 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 
2 Murd, We thall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us. 
1 Murd. Though our lives 
* - Macb. Your ſpirits ſhine through you. In this hour 
at moſt | 
I will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves; 
Acquaint you wittr the perfect. ſpy o' th* time, 
The moment on't ; (for't muſt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the palace : always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs): and with him, 
(Jo leave no rubs nor botches in-the work), 
Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 
(Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me 
Than is his father's), muſt embrace the fate 
O#that dark hour. Reſolve yourſelves apart, 
je come to you anon. | 
Murd. We are relolv'd, my Lord. | 
Aacb, I'll call upon you ſtraight ; abide witkir, . 
| [ Exeunt Murderers, 
It is concluded. ——Banquo, thy ſoul's flight, | 
H it find heaven, muſt find it out to-night, [Exits 


SCE NE OL 
Another Apartment in the Palace, 


Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant; 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from court ? 
Serv. Ay, Madam, but returns again to-night; .. 
Lady. Say to the King I would attend his leiſure 
For a few words. 
Serv. Madam, I will. LExir. 
Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content: 
Tis ſafer to be that which we deſtroy, 


Than by deſtruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


— 
td. * . 
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Euter Macbeth. 


How now, my Lord? why do you keep alone ? 

Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making, 

Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 

With them they think on? Things without all remedy 

Should be without regard ; what's done, is done. 
Mach. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kilb'd i. 


Act III. 


| She'll cloſe and be herſelf, whilſt our poor malice 


Remains in danger of her former tooth. | 
But let both worlds disjoint, and all things ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 


In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams, 


T-at ſhake us nightly, Better be with the dead, 
(Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace), 
Than on the torture of the mind to ly | 
In reſtleſs ecſtaſy. Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well; 
Treaſon has done his worſt ; nor ſteel, nor poiſon, 
Malice domeſtic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further! | 

Lady. Come on : 


Gentle, my Lord, ſleek oer your YN looks: 
Be bright and jovial, ?mong your gueſts to- night. 


Mach. So ſhall I, Love; and fo, I pray, be you: 
Let your romembrince ſtill apply to Banquo 
Preſent him eminence, both with eye and tongue : 
Unſafe the while, that we muſt lave our honours 
In theſe ſo flatt'ring ſtreams, and make our faces 
Vizards Your hearts, diſguiſing what they are !— 

Lady. You muſt leave this. 

Mach. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know'ſt that Banquo and his Ficance lives. 

Lady. But in them Nature's copy's not eter nal. 

Macb. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; 
Then be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloyſter'd flight, ere to black Hecat's ſummons | 
The ſhard-born beetle with his drowſy hums 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there all by done 
A deed of dreadful note. 
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Lady. What's to be done ? 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed: come, ſeeling. Night, 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, ö 
And with thy bloody and inviſible hand- 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond, 

„Which keeps me pale! Light thickens, and the crow. 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowze, 
While night's black agents to their prey do rowze, 
Thou marvelPſt at my words: but hold thee (till ; 
Things bad'begun, make ſtrong themſelves by ill: 
30, pr'ythee, go with me. | [Exunt. 


Changes to a Par, the Caſile at a diſſ auce. 


* Enter. three Murderers. 


1 Murd. But who did bid thee. join with us? 

3 Murd. Macbeth. 

2 Mird. He needs not our miſtruſt, ſince by delivers. 
Our offices, and what we have to do, | 
To the direction juſt. 

1 Murd, Then ſtand with us. 

The welt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day :. 
Now. ſpurs the lated traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſubje& of our watch, , 
3 Murd. Hark, I hear horſes. | 5 
Banquo uit. ] Give us light there, ho! 
* 2:Murd. Then it is he; the reſt, 
That are within the note of expectation 
Already: are i th? court, 
: Mwrd. His: horſes go about. 
3 Murd. Almoſt a mile; but he does uſually, 
„(So all men do), from hence to th' palace gate 
Make it their walk. 


Enter Fanquo and Fleance, with a torch, 
2 Mard, A light, a light. 
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3 Murd. Tis he. 
1 Murd. Stand to't. 
Ban. It will be rain to- night. 
1 Murd. Let it come down. {They aſſault Banquo. 
Banu. Oh treachery! | 
Fly, Fleance ; fly, fly, fly; 
Thou may'ſt revenge. Oh flave ! [ Dyes. Fleance epd 
3 Murd. Who did ſtrike out the light? 
i Mard, Was't not the way? 
3 Murd. There's 1 one down; the wy 
Is fled. ©} V4 
2 Murd. We've loſt beſt half of our affair. . 


1 Murd, Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. 
[Exeunt, 


| TCL NYE; 
Changes to a Room of State in the Caſtle, 


A banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, 
Lenox, Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach, Lou know your own degrees; fit down: 
And firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome, 
Lord. Thanks to your Majelty. 
Macb. Ourſelf will mingle with ſociety, 
And play the humble hoſt ; 
Our hoſteſs keeps her ſtate, but in beſt time | 
We will require her welcome. [They fr. 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends; 
For my heart ſpeaks they're welcome. 


Enter firſt Murderer. 


Mach. See, they encounter thee with their hearts 
thanks, 
Both ſides are even: . PI ſit i; th? midſt ; 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meaſure - - 
The table round. There's blood upon thy face. 
[To the Murd. aſide, at the door, 
Mur. Tis Banquo's then, 
Mach. *Tis better thee without, than he within, 
Is he diſpatch'd ? 


Ar. My Lord, his throat ! is 5 wt; that I did for him 


' 


| Macb. Thou art the beſt of cut-throats ; yet he's good 
That did the like for Fleance ; if thou didlt it, 
Thou art the non-pareil. 
Mur. Moſt royal. Sir, 
Fleance is ſcap'd. 
Mach. Then comes my fit again. : I had elſe been 
perfect, 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; 
As broad and gen'ral, as the caſing air; 
But now I'm cabbin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To Hucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's ſafe —— 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 
The leaſt a death to Nature, 
Macb. Thanks for that; 
There the grown ſerpent lyes: the worm that's fled, 
Hathi nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for th preſent. Get thee gone, to-morrow 
We'll heart ourſelves again. [ Exit Murderer. 
Lady. My royal Lord, 
You do not give the cheer ; the feaſt is fold, 
That is not often vouched, while 'tis making, 
*T'is given with welcome. To feed, were belt at home; 
From tlience, the ſauce to meat is ceremony; 
Mee ipg were bare without it, 
[The G/ofſt of Banguo viſes, on ſits in Macbeth * 
1. Mach. Sweet remen brancer | 
| Now good digeſtion wait on appciite, 
| 


And health on both ! 

Len. May't pleaſe your Highneſs ſit ? 

Macb. Here had we now our country's honour roof 'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our-Banquo preſent! 
(hom may I rather challenge for unkindneſs, 
Than pity. for miſchance !) 

' © Roſſe. His abſence, Sir, 


e To grace us with your royal company: 
Mach, The table's full. [ Starting, 
Len, Here's a place reſerv'd, Sir. 
; Mach. Where? 
um 


* Ten. Here, my good Lord, 
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Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleaſe't your Highneſs 
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Yhat is't that moves your Highneſs ? 


Mach Which of you have done this? - 
Lords. What, my good Lord? 
Mach. Thou caw'ſt not ſay I did it: never ſhake \ 
Thy goary locks at me. 
Noſſe. Gentlemen, riſe; his Highneſs is not well. * 
Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my Lord is often thus, 1 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep ſeat. 7 
The fit is momentary, on a thought T 
He will agam be well. If much you note him, 1 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion; A 
Feed, and regard him not, — Are you a man? * 
[To Macb. aſi de. A 

Mach. Av, and a bold one, that dare look on That 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady O proper ſtuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear ; [ Aſide, 

This is the air-drawn dagger, which you ſaid Ti 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and farts FI 
(Impoſtures to true fear), would well become | W. 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 1 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itſelf !—— I Ba 
Why do vou make ſuch faces? when all's done, b On 
You look but on a ſtool. : 

Mach. Pr'ythee, ſee there! I Ap 
Behold ! lock! lo! how ſay you? [Pointing to the Ghoſt, | Th 
Why, what care I! if thou canſt nod, ſpeak too. Tal 
If charnel-houſes and our graves muſt ſend , Sha 
Thoſe that we bury back, our monuments I And 
Shall be the maws of kites. [The Ghoſt vaniſhes, If t. 

Lady. What? quite unmann'd in folly ? - - [The 

Mach If I ſtand here, I ſaw him 'Unr 

Lady.: Fie for ſhame |! 

Mac b. Blood hatlhi been ſhed ere now, i' thꝰ olden ume, am 
Ere human ſtatute purg'd the general weal; _ . La 
Av, and ſince too, murders have been perforan'd 
Too terrible for th' ear: the times have been, ; it 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, M, 
And there an end; but now they riſe again, nd 
Wich twenty mortal murders on their crowns, Po ith 


Do not mule at me, my moſt worthy friends, 
J have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 


Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold; 


Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros or Hyrcanian tyger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or, be alive again, 


If trembling J inhibit, then proteſt me 


Act III. . 49 


And puſh us from our ſtools; this is more ſtrange 
Than ſach a murder is. 

Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mach, I do forget. 


To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all! 
Then I'll fit down : give me ſome wine, fill full 
J drink to th? general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend- Banquo, whom we miſs ; 
Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirſt, 
And all to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

[The Ghoſt riſes again, 
Mach. Avaunt, and quit my ſight ! let the earth hide 
thee ! 


Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 
Which thou doſt glare withal. 
Lady. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of cuſtom ; 'tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time, 
Mach. What man dare, I dare: 


And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword; 


The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 
Unreal mock'ry, en Why, ſo ; , being gone, 


-- 


[The Ghoſt vaniſbes, 
am a man again: pray you ſit ſtill. [The Lords riſe. 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the good 

meeting 
nh-moſt 2dmir'd difarder) b . 15 J 
Mach. Can ſuch things be, 
nd overcome us like a ſummer's cloud. 
ithouy our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 
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Ev'n to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch fights ; 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheek, 
When mine 1s blanch'd with fear. 

Roſſe. What ſights, my Lord? 

Lady. I pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 

worſe : 

Nueſtion enrages him: at once, good-night. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len. :Good-night, and hetter health 
Attend his Majeſty ! 


Lady. Good-night to all. [Exeunt Lords. 
Macb. It will have blood, they ſay ; blood will have 
blood: 


Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 

Augurs, that underſtand relations, bave 

By magpies, and by coughs, and-roaks brought forth - 

The ſecret'ſt man of blood. What is the night ? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which. 
ach. How ſay'ſt thou, that Macduff denies his 


perſon, 
At our great bidding? 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir ? | 
Mach. I hear at by the way; but I will ſend : 
There's not a Thane of them but in his houſe 
J keep a fervant fee*'d. I will to-morrow 
(Betimes I will) unto the weird ſiſters: 
More ſhall they ſpeak; for now I'm bent to know, 
By the worſt of means, the worſt. For mine own good 
All cauſes ſhall give way: I am in blood | 
Stept in ſo far, that, ſnould L wade no mere, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange things I have in head, that will to hand, 
Which muſt be acted, ere they may be ſcann'd. 
Lady. You lack the ſeaſon of all natyres, ſleep. | 
Mach. Come, we'll to en * 7 and wad 


abuſe Ke. \ 
Is the initlate fear, that wants hard — 


We're yet but young in deed, 
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SCENE VI. 
Charges to the Heath. 


Thunder, Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate, 


— 2 2 


Vite. Why, how now, Hevate ?. you look angrily, 
Hec. Have I not reaſon, Beldams, as-you are: 
Baucy, and over-bold ! how did you dare 
To trade and traffio with Macbeth, | 
In riddles and affairs of death ? 
And I the miſtreſs of your charms, 
The cloſe contriver of all harms, 
Was never calPd to bear my part, 
Or ſhew the glory of our art ? 
nd, which is worfe, all you have done 
Hath been but for a wayward ſon; 
Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now ; get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i' th' morning: thither he 
Will come to know his deſtiny ; 
Your veſlels and your ſpells provide, 
Your charms, and every thing beſide, 
I am for th* air: this night Pl] ſpend 
Unto a diſmal fatal end. 
Great buſineſs muſt be wrought ere noon. 
Upon the corner of the moon 
There hangs a vap'rous drop profound, 
J'!] catch it ere it come to ground; 
And that diſtill'd by magic flights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial ſprights, 
As, by the. ſtrength. of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on to his confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurn fate, ſcorn.death, and bear: in 
His hopes bove wiſdom, grace and fear 165 
And you all know, ſecurity 1 
Is mortals chiefeſt enemy. 
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[Muſic and a ſong. | j 
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Hark, T am call'd; my little ſpirit, ſee, 
Sits in the foggy cloud, and ſtays for me. 
[Sing within, Come away, come away, &c. 


1 Witch. Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be back 


again, LExcunt. 


S C E NE VII. 
Changes to a chamber. 


Enter Lenox and another Lord. | 

Len. My former ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther : only, I ſay, 
Things have been ſtrangely borne. The gracious 

Duncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth—marry, be wa dead: 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late, 
Whom, you may ſay, if 't pleaſe you, Fleance kilbd, 
For Fleance fled: men muſt not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous too 
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 
To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 
How did it grieve Macbeth ! did he not ſtraight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 
That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of ſleep ? 
Was not that nobly done? ay, wiſely too; 
For *twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny't. So that I ſay, 
He has borne all things well; and I do think, 
That had he Duncan's ſons under his key, 
(As, an't pleaſe, Heav'n, he ſhall not), they ſhould find 
What *twere to kill a father: ſo ſhould Fleance. 
But peace! for from broad words, and cauſe he faibd 
His preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, I hear 
Macduff lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beſtows himſelf? 

Lord. The ſon of Duncan, 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of births. 
Lives in the Engliſh court; and is received 
Of the moſt pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high reſpect, Thither Macduff 
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Is gone to pray the king upon his aid 1 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward ; 1 | 
That by the help of theſe, (with Him above 
To ratify the work), we may again 
Give to our tables meat, ſleep to our nights; 
Free from our feaſts and banquets bloody knives 2 - 
Do faithful homage, and receive frre honours, - 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſp'rated their king, that he 
Prepares for ſome attempt of war. 
Len. Sent he to Macdutf ? 
Lord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not J, 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back, 
And hums; as who ſhould fay, “ Vou'll rue the time; 
© That clogs me with this anſwer,” 
Len. And that well might. 
Adviſe him to-a-care to hold what diſtance 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His meſſage ere he come! that a ſwift bleſſing: 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering country 
Under a hand accurs'd ! . 
Lord. I'll ſend my pray'rs with him. [ Excunty 
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A dark Cave; in the middle à great cauldron - 
burning. 


Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 


1 IVitch. | 
HRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd. - 
2 Witch. Twice and once the hedge pig whin'd. 
3 Pitch. Harper cries, 'tis time, tis time. 
Much. Round about the cauldron go, 
In the poiſon'd entrails throw. 
[They march round the cauldron, and 3/irow in the 
ſeveral ingredients as for the preparation of their 
charn, 


2 


54 KA CD CT H 4am. 


Toad that under the cold ſtone, 
Days and nights has, thirty one, 
Swelter'd venom ſleeping got, 
Boil thou firſt i' th? charmed pot. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

1 Witch. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron beil and bake ; 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog ; 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's ſting, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing: 
For a charm of pow'rful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witch's mummy ; maw, and gulf 
Of the ravening ſalt ſea-ſhark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i' th' dark; 
Liver of blafpheming Jew ; 
Gall of goat, and ſlips of yew 
Silver'd in the moon's ecliple ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips 
Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab; 0 
Make the gruel thick and ſlab. 
Add thereto a tyger's chawdron, 
For th? ingredients of our cauldron, 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 
2 Witch, Cool it with a baboon's blood, 


Then the charm is firm and good. 
Enter Hecate, and otlier three Witches, 


Hec. Oh! well done! I commend your pains, 
And every one ſhall ſhare i' th' gains, | 
And now about the cauldron ling, | : 


Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in, 
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Muſic and a So NG. { 


Black. ſpirits and white, 
Blue ſpirits and grey, 
Mingle, . mingle, mingle, 
Jou that mingle may. 
2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open locks, whoever knocks, 
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Enter Macbeth. 


Mach, How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight 
What is't you do ? [hags! 

All. A deed without a name, 

Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me. 
Though you unty the winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the churches though the yeſty waves 
Con found and ſwallow navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down; 
Though caſtles topple on their warders heads ; 
Though palaces and pyramids do {lope 
Their heads to their foundations; though the treaſure 
Of Nature's germins-tumble altogether, 
Even till Deſtruction ſicken: anſwer me 
To what I ak you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Witch. Demand. 

3 Witch. We'll anſwer. 

1 Witch, Say, if th' hadſt rather hear it from our 
| .. mouths, 

Or from our maſters? 

Mach. Call 'em: let me ſee 'em. 

1 Witch, Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
From the murd'rers gibbet, throw 


Into the flame. = | . 
„All. Come high or low: w_ 
Thyſelf and office deftly ſhow, [Thunderg 
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Apparition of an armed head riſes, 


Mach. Tell me, thou unknown power 
t Witch. He knows thy thought: 
Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. - 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff. 
Beware the Thane of Fife diſmiſs me — enough. 
| [ Deſcends, 
Mach. Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks: ; 
Thou'ſt harp'd my fear aright. But one word more.— 


1 [itch. He will not be commanded; here's another 
More potent than the firſt. .. * [TAaaders 


Afparition of a Lloody child riſes. 


Ap. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
Mac b. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 


App. Be bloody, bold, and.reſolate ; laugh to ſcorn | 


The pow'r of man; for none of woman. born 

Shall harm Macbeth. [ Deſcends, 
Mac b. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee ? 

But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, . 

And take a bond of Fate, thou ſhall not live; 

That I may tell pale-hearted Fear it lies; | 

And ſleep in ſpight of thunder. | » [Thunder, 


Apparition of a child 'crowned,. with a tree in hit 
hand, riſes... 
What is this 
That riſes like the iſſue of a king, 
And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of ſovereignty ? | 
All. Liſten, but ſpeak not. 

App. Be lion-metiled, proud, and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth {hall never vanquiſn'd be, until 
Great Bifnam wood to 'Dunfinane's high hill 
Shall come againſt him. [ Deſcends; 

Mach, That will never be. 

Who can impreſs the foreſt, bid the tree 
Unfx his earth-bound root? Sweet boadments! good! 
Kebellious head riſe never, till the wood 
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Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 


To time and mortal cuſtom ! Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me, (if your art 4 
Can tell ſo much), ſhall Banquo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 
All, Seek to know no more, 
[The cauldron [i 111 into the ground, 
Mach. I will be ſatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe fall on you! Let me know 
Why ſinks that cauldron ? and what noiſe is this? 
l | [ Hautboys, 


1 Witch. Shew ! 
2 Witch, Shew ! 
g Mito Shew ! 
All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like thadows, ſo depart. 
[Fight Kings appear, and paſs over in order, and 
Banquo /e laſt, with a glaſs in his hand, 

Mach. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banquo; down! 
Thy crown does ſear mine eye-balls,—And thy air, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the firſt—— 
A third is like the former, —Filthy bags! 

Why do ye ſhew me this? A fourth? ſtart FR, 
What! will the line ftretch out to th? crack of doom? — 
Another yet ?—A ſeventh ! I'll fee no more 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more; and ſome I ſee, 
That'twofotd balls and treble teeptreés carry. 

Horrible fight ! nay, now I ſee, 'tis true; 

For the blood-bolter'd, Banquo ſmiles upon me, 

And points at them for his. What, is this ſo ? 

i Witch, Ay, Sir, all this is ſo? but why 

Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? ; 

Come, ſiſters, chear we-up bis ſprights, 

And ſhew the beſt of our delights; 

Pl charm the air to give a ſound, 

While you perform your antic round; 

That this great King may kindly ſay, WT 

Qur duties did his welcome pay. D Muſic, 
IIe Witches dance and vaniſi. 
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Mach. Where are they? gone? Let this pernicious 

Stand ay accurſed in the calendar | [hour 

Come in, without there! | | 
| Euter Lenox. 

Len. What's your Grace's will? 

Macb. Saw you he wayward liters? 

Len No, my Lord. 
Aacb. Came they not by you? 

Len No, indeed, my Lord. 

Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride; 
And. damn'd all thoſe that truſt them! I did hear 
The galloping of horſe. Who was't,came by ? 

Len. Twas two or three, my Lord, that bring you 
Macduff is fled to England, word, 

Mach. Fled to England? 

Len. Ay, my good Lord. 

Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpoſe never is ob ertook, | 
Unleſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 

The very fir(tlings of. my heart ſhall be g 

The firſtlings of my hand. And even now, 

To crown my. thoughts with acts, be't thought and done. 
The caſtle of Macduff I will uepriſe, 

Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o' th? ſword 

His wife, his babes, and-alb unfortunate fouls 

That trace bim in his line. No boaſting like a fool; 
This deed P11 do before this purpoſe cool. 

But no more ſights. Where are theſe genulemen ; ? 
Come, bring me where they are. 1 Len. 


i 
Changes to. Macduff*s Caſile in Fife. 


Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Roſſe. 


J. Macd. What had he done te make him fly the land? 
Roſſe. You mult have patience, Madam, 
L. Macd. He had none; 
His flight was madneſs ; when eur actions do not, 
Our fears do make-us traitors. 
Roſje. You know not 
Whether it was his wiſdom; or,his fear. 


— 
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L. Hacd.Wildom ? toleave his wife, to leave his pabes, 
His manſion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himſelf does fly? he loves us not, 
He wants the; nat'ral touch ; ſar the poor wren, 
The moſt diminutive of biads, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neſt, againſt the owl: 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wiſdom, where the fight 
So runs againſt all reaſon, . + 
Roſſe. My deareſt couſin, 
I pray you ſchool yourſelf; but for your huſband, 
He's noble, wiſe, judicious, and. beft knows 
The fits oꝰ th' ſeaſons. I dare not ſpeak much farther, 
But crael are the times, when we are traitors, 
And do not know ourſelves: when we hold rumour 
Frem what we fear, yet know not what we fear; 
But float upon a wild and violent ſea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you; 
Shall not be long but III be here again: 
Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upw and 
To what they were before. My pretty couſin, 
Bleſſing upon you! 
I. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherleſs. | 
Roſſe. I am ſo much a fool, ſhould I ſtay longer, 
Tt would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort. 
I rake my leave at once. | [Exit Roſſe. 
L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead, 
And what will you do now? how will you live ? 
Son. As birds do, mother. 
L. Macd. What, on worms and flies! Sa 
Son. On what 1 get, 1 J mean, and ſo do they. | 
I. Macd. Poor bird! ! thoud'ſt never fear the net, 
e NS SI99] 
The pie- fall nor the gin. 
Son. Why ſhould I, mother ? poor birds they are not 
ſet for. 
My father is not dead, for all your ſaying. 
L. Macg. Yes, hej is dead; ; how wilt thou do for a father? 
Son. Nay, how will 3 you do for a huſband? ; 
L. Macd, Why, I can buy me twenty at any market, 
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Fon. Then you'll buy 'em to ſell again. 

L. Macd. Thou ſpeak'ſt with all thy pry per yet i Faith, 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

- Son. What is a traitor ? 

L. Macd. Why, one that {wears and lies, 

Son. And be all traitors that do ſo? 

L. Macd, Every one that d6es bs is a 8 and 
muſt be hang'd. 

Son. And muſt they all:be bung that fwear and lie? 

L. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who muſt hang them? 

L. Macd. Why, the honeſt men. 

Son Then the hars and {wearers are fools; for there 
are liars and ſwearers enow to beat the honeſt men, and 
hang up them. 

L. Macd. God help thee, poor e but. * wile 
thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for mn: if you 
would not, it were a good ſign that I ſhould quickly 

have a new father. 

L. * Poor pratler! how thou talk'ſt? | 

rs 1 Ver 


„ 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Bleſs you, fair dame! Lam not to you known, 
Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfect; g 
I doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly. 

If you will take a homely man's advice, 

Be not found here; hence with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, 1 am tog, lavage; 4 
To do worſe do you were fell cryelty, 5 
Which is too nigh your perſon. © Heav'n preſerve you! 
J dare abide no longer. | [Exit Meſſenger, 

L. Macd. Whither ſhould I fly? ; 4 
Te done no harm. But I remember now, 
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable; to do good, ſoinetime ., . 
Accounted Aral folly. Why then, alas! 
Do I put vp that womanly defence, 

To Tay I'd done no harin?—— What are theſe 132 
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Enter Marderers. 
Mur. Where is your huſband? | 
La. Macd, I hope in no place ſo unſanAified, 
Where ſuch as thou may'(t find him, 
Mur. He's a traitor, 
Son. Thou ly'ſt, thou ſhag-ear'd villain. 
Mur. What, you egg! £4 [Stabbing hint, 
Young fry of treachery ! | | 
Som. He's kilPd me, mother; 
Run away, pray you. 


[Exit Lady Macduff, crying Mun der ] Murder er; 
purſue her, 


4 


N . | 
Changes to the King of England's palace. 
Enter Malcolm and Macduff, 

Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and there 
Weep our fad boſoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather | 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, 
Beſtride our downfal'n N each new morn 
New widows. howl, new orphans cry; new ſorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and FREY out 
Like ſyllables. of dolour. 

Mal. What TI believe, I'll wail; 

What know, believe ; and what I can redreſs, 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will, 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance ; 
This tyrant, whoſe {ſole name bliſters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt :. you have lov'd him well; 
He hath not touch'd you yet. Pm young; but ſomething 
' You may deſerve of him through me, and wiſdom 
To offer tip a weak, poor, innocent lamb, 
T' appeaſe an angry God. 
' Macd. I am not treacherous, 
Mal. But Macbeth 1s. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil 


In an imperial charge, I crave your pardon : 
V OL I, : 


* 
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That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe; 
Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 
Yet grace mult ſtill look fo. 

Macd. Pve loſt my hopes. 

Mal. Perchance e'en there where I did find my 

doubts. | 

Why in that rawnefs left you wife and.children ? 
Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love, 
Without leave-taking ? I pray you, 
Let not my jealouſies be your diſhonours, 
But mine own ſafeties : you may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country? 
Great tyranny, lay thou thy baſis ſure, 
For goodneſs dares not eheck thee! wear thou thy 
His title is affear'd. Fare thee well, Lord: [ wrongs, 
Jwould not be the villain that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole ſpace that's in the tyrant's gralp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot, 

May. Be not offended; 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you. 
I think our country ſinks beneath the yoak ; 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right : 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thouſands. But for all this, 
When I ſhall tread upon the tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my {word, yet my poor country. 
Shall have more vices than ic had before ; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceed, 

Magd. What ſhould he be? 

Mal. It is myſelf I mean, in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice ſo grafted, 
That when they ſhall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow, and the poor ſtate 
Eſteem him as a Jamb, being compar'd 
With my confineleſs * 

Macd. Not in the legions 
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Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd, 
In evils to top Macbeth: 

Mal. I grant him bloody, 
Euxurious, avaricious, falſe; deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, ſmacking of ev'ry fir 
That has a name. But there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuenſneſs : your wives, your daughtefs, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The ciſtern of my luſt ; and my deſire 
All continent impedtments wonld o'er-bear 
| That did eppole my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than ſuch an one to reign. 

Macd, Boundleſs intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
Th' untimely emptying of the happy throne, 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may” 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeem cold, the time you may ſo hoodwink ; 
Weve willing dames enough; there cannot be 
Thar vulture in you to devour ſo many, 
As will to greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it ſo inclin'd. 

Mal. With this, there grows, 
In my moſt ill- compos'd affection, ſuch: 
A ſtaunchleſs avarice, that, were I king, 
I ſhould cut off the nobles for their lands; 
Deſire his jewels, and this other's houſe; 
And my more having would be as a ſauce 
To make me hunger more; that I ſhould forge- 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the good and loyal, 
Deſtroying them for weakh. 

Macd. This avarice 
Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root” 
Than ſummer teeming Juſt; and it hath been 
The ſword of our flam kings; yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foyſons to fill up your will 
Of your mere own. All thele are portable, 
With other graces weigh'd. 

Mal. But I have none; the king becoming graces, mW 
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As juſtice; verity, temp'rance, ſtableneſs, 
Bounty, perſev'rance, mercy, lowlineſs, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no reliſh of them; but abound 
In the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould 
Pour ne ſweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 
All unity on earth, 
Macd. Oh Scotland! Scotland. 
Mal, If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak : 
I'm as I have ſpoken, 
Macd. Fit to govern ? 
No, not to live, Oh, nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant; bloody-ſceptred ! 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne 
By his own interdict ion ſtands accurs'd, 
And does blaſpheme his breed. Thy royal father 


Was a moft ſainted king; the queen that bore * | 


Oftner upon her knees than on her feet, 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Oh! fare thee well! 
Theſe evils, thou repeat'ſt upon thyſelf, | 
Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. On, my breaſt! 
Thy hepe ends here, 

Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul | 
Wip'd the black fcruples ; reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Deviliſh Macbeth, 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his pow'r : and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte. But God above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 
put myſelf to thy direction, and 
Unſpeak my own de traction here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myſelf, 
For ſtrangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was for{worn, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
At no time, broke my faith, would not betray 
The devil to his fellow, and delight 
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No leſs in truth than life: my firſt falſe ſpeaking 

Was this upon myſelf. Whar I am truly, 

Is-thine, and my poor country's to command 

Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 

Old Siward with ten thouſand warlike men, 

All ready at a point, was ſetting forth. 

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs 

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you ſilent? 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once, - 

'Tis hard to reconcile. - 


r 
Euter a Doctor. 


Mal. Well; more anon, Comes the King forth, I 
pray you? 
Dot. Ay, Sir; there are a crew of wretched ſouls 

That ſtay his cure; their malady convinces 

The great aſſay of art. But at his touch, 

Such ſanctity hath Heav'n given his hand, 

They preſently amend... [ Exits - 
Mal. I thank you, Doctor: | 
Macd. What's the diſeaſe he means? 

Mal. *Tis call d the Evil; 

A moſt miraculous work in this good king, 

Which often ſince my here remain in England” 

I've ſeen him do. How he ſollicits Heav'n, 

Himſelf beſt knows; but ſtrangely-viſited people, 

All ſwoln and ulc'rous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere deſpair of furgery, he cures; 

Hanging a golden ſtamp about their necks, 

Put on with holy prayers: and'tis ſpoken, 

To the ſucceeding reyalty he leaves 

The healing benediction. With this ſtrange virtue, 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy; 

And ſundry ble ſſings hang, about his throne, 

That ipeak him full of grace. 


FC ENS YL 
Euter RoſſeE. 
Macd, See, who comes here 
T 3 


| 
| 
| 
| 


— — ———— cr —_— 22 2 


— — — —— : ð«˙— ů— — — - —— —— — 


66 M ACBET BH. ac lu. 


Mal. My countryman; but yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. L know him now. Good God betimes remove 
The means that makes us ſtrangers ? 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Roſſe. Alas, poor country! 
Almoſt afraid to know itfelf. It cannot 
Be calb'd our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile; 
Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the air, 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A modern exſtaſy : the dead-man's knell 
Is there ſcarce a{kd, for whom: and good mens lives. 
Expire before the flowers in their caps ; 
Dying, or e'er they ſicken. 
Macd. Oh, relation 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Mal. What's the neweſt grief? 
Roſſe. That of an hour's age doth hiſs the ſpeaker, 
Each minute teems a new one, 
Macd. How does my wife? 
Roſſe. Why, well 
Macd, And all my children? 
Roſje. Well too. 
Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Roſſe. No; they were all at peace, when I did leave 'em. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech : how goes it ? 
Roſſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather, 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a- foot: | 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create ſoldiers, and make women fight, 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. 
Mal. Be it their comfort 
We're coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thouſand men: 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 
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Roſſe. Would I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words 
That would be howPd out in the deſart air, 
Where hearing ſhould not catch them, 

Macd. What, .concern they 
The gen'ral cauſe? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt? , 

Roſſe. No mind that's honeft 
But in it ſhares ſome woe; tho the main part 
Pertains'to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quiekly let me have it. 

Roſſe. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for Ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt 1 a 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Hum! I gueſs at it. 


Roſſe. Your caſtle is ſurpris'd, your wife and babes - 


Savagely ſlaughter'd; to relate the manner, 
Were on the quarry of theſe murder'd deer 
To add the death of you. 

Mal. Merciful Heav'n |! 

What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give ſorrow words; the grief, that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too! 

. Roſſe. Wife, children, ſervants, all that could be found. 

Macd. And J mult be frem thence, my witykill'd too! 

Roſſe. I've ſaid, 

Mal. Be comforted. | 
Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones * 
Did you ſay all? what, all? oh, bell-kite! all? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell ſwoop ? 
Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. I ſhall doo: 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man. 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 
That were moſt precious to me Did Heay'n look on, 
And would not take their part? ſinful Macduff, 


— —  — 
— ͤ — — 
— — 


68- MM 4 C BE T. HH ATTY: 
They were all ſtruck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, | 
Fell ſlaughter on their fouls; Heav'n reſt them now! 
Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword: let grief 
Convert to wrath: blunt not the heart, enrage it. | 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue. Bat, gentle Heav'n! 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : front to front 
Bring thou. this fiend. of Scotland and myſelf; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him; if be 'ſeape; 
Then Heav'n forgive him too! 
Mal. This tune goes manly : 
Come, go we to the king, our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for ſhaking, and the powers above- 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day, [ Exeunz. 


A NV. SCENE HL: 
An Antichamber in Macbeth's Caſtle. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyſic, .and-a Gentlewoman. 
Doctor. 
HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can 

- perceive no truth in your report. When was it ſhe 
laſt walk'd ? 

Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the field, I have 
ſeen her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown up- 
on her, unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, 
write upon't, read it; afterwards ſeal it, and again re- 0 
turn to bed; yet all this while in a moſt faſt fleep. 

Dot. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of watch-- 
ing. In this ſlumbry agiation; beſides her walking, 
and other actual performances, what (at any time) 
have you heard her ſay ? | 

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Doc. You may to me, and tis moſt meet you ſhould, 
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Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no wit- 
neſs to confirm my ſpeech. 


Enter Lady Macbeth with a taper. 


Lo, you! here ſhe comes: this is her very guiſe, and, 
upon my life, faſt aſleep; obſerve her, ſtand cloſe. 

Dock. How came ſhe by that light? 

Gent. Why, it ſtood by her: ſhe has light by her 
continually, 'tis her command, 

Dod. You ſee, her eyes are open. 
Sent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut, 

Dock. What is it ſhe does now? look, how ſhe rubs 
her hands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her to ſeem 


thus waſhing her hands: I have known Nr continue 
in this a quarter of an hour. 


Lady. Yet here's a ſpot. | 

Dot. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks, I will ſet down what comes 
from her, to ſatisfy my remembrance the more ſtrongly, 

Lady. Out! damned ſpot; out, I ſay, ——one, two; 
why then tis time io do't—— —hell is murky. Fy, my 
Lord, fy, a ſoldier, and afraid? what need we fear 
who knows it, when nene can call our power; to ac» 
count ? yet who would have thought the old man 
to have had ſo much blood in him? 

Doct. Do you mark that? 

Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife: where i is ſhe 
now? what, will theſe hands ne'er be clean no 
more o'that, my Lord, no more o'that ; you marr 0 
with this ſtarting. 

Dodt. Go to, go to; you have known what you 
ſhould not. | 

Cent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, am lure 
of mat: Heav'n knows what ſhe has known. 


Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood {till :, all the — 


fumes of Arabia will not (woeten, this little hand. Oh! 
oh! ob! | 

Dot. What aſi gh is Valk * heart is forely NN 

Gent, I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Dod#. Well, well, well 
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Gent. Pray God it be ſo, Sir. | 
Doct. This diſeaſe is beyond my practice: yet I have: 
known thoſe which have walk'd in their leep, who have 
died holily in their. beds. 
Lady. Waſh your hands, put on your night-gown, 


look not ſo pale I tell you yet again, Banquo's 
buried ; he eannot come. out of his grave. 
Dog. Reba ſo? | | | 
Lady. To bed, ta bed; there's knocking at the gate: 


come, come, come, come, give me your hand: what's 


dene, cannot be undone, To- des, to bed, to bed. 
[ Exit Ladys 
Dod. Will ſhe go now to bed? 
Sent. Directly. 
Doct. Foul whiſp'rings are abroad; unnat'ral deeds 
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows: will : diſcharge their ſecrets, 
More needs ſhe the divine than the. phyſician. 
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her, 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, . 
And till keep eyes upon her; ſo, good night. 
My mind ſhe'as mated, and amaz'd my ſight. 
I think, but dare not ſpeak. | | 
Gent. Good-nightr,-.good Doctor. LEExeant. 


S. C E N. E II. 
Changes to a. Field, with a Wood at a diſtance, 
Enter Menteeth, Cathneſs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 
Ment. The Engliſh power is near, led on by Mal- 

His uncle Siward, and the good Macdutf: [colm,. 
Revenges burn in them ; for their dear cauſes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 

Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near Birnam-wood' 

Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 


Cath. Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother? 


Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: Ive a file 
Of all the gentry ; there is Siward's ſon, 
And many unrough-yourhs, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood, 
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Ment. What does the tyrant? 

Cath. Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly fortifies, 
Some ſay, he's mad : others, that leſſer hate him, 
Do call it valiant fury : but for certain, 

He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 
His Tecret murders ſticking on his hands; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach z 
Thoſe he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love; now does he feel his title 
Hang looſe about him, Hike a-giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfiſh thief. 

Ment. Who then ſhall blame 
His peſter'd ſenſes to recoil, and flart, 

When all that is within him does condemn 
Itſelf for being there? 

Cath. Well, march we on, 

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the med'cine of the ſickly weal, 
And with him pour we, 4n our 8 ee the purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len Or ſo much as it needs, 

To deny the ſovereign flower, and drown the weeds, 
Make we our march towards Birnam, [Exeunt, 


1 t . 
The Caſtle of Dunfinane. 


Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 


| Mach. Bring me no more reports, let them fly all : 
Till Birnam- wood remove to Dunſinane, 
J cannot taint with fear What's the boy Malcolm ? 
Was he not born of woman? Spirits, that know 
All mortal conſequences, have pronounced it : 
* Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that's born of woman, 
Shall e'er have power upon thee. — Then fly, falſe 

fear, | 

And mingle with the Engliſh epicures, 
The mind I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſagg with Vat nor ſhake with fear. 
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Enter a Servant, — 


The devil danm thee black, thou cream - fac'd lown ! 
Where got'ſt thou that gooſe-look ? 
Ser. There are ten thouſand 
Mach. Geeſe, villain? 
Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 
Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou Jilly-liver'd boy, What ſoldiers, patch? 
Death of thy ſoul! thoie linen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face ? 
Ser. The Engliſh force, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mach. Take thy face hence Seyton Fm ſick 
at heart, 
When I behold-— Seyton, I ſay !-—this puſh 
Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 
I have liv'd long enough; my way of life 
Is fall'n into the ſear, the yellow leaf: 
And that which ſhould accompany old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I muſt not look to have: but in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not, 
Seyton 


Py 


Ruter Seyton. 


F. y. What is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Mach. What neus more? 
Sey. All is confirmed, my Lord, which was reported. 
Mach, I'll fight, *till from my bones my fleſh be 
' Give me my armour. | [hack'd; 
Sey. ?Tis not needed yet. : | 
Mach. I'Il put it on. 
Send out more horſes, {kirre the country round; 
Hang thoſe that talk of fear. Give me nüne armour? 
How does your patient, Doctor? 
Dock. Not ſo ſick, my Lord, 
As ſhe is troubled with thick-coming fancies, 
That keep her from her reſt. | 
Mach. Cure her of that: 
Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas d, I 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrowy y 
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Rage out the written troubles of the brain; 
And, with ſome ſweet obhvious antidote, 
Cleanſe the ſtuff'd boſom of that perilous ſtuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart? 
Doct. There the patient 
Muſt miniſter unto himſelf. 
Macb. Throw phyſic to the dogs, I'll none of it 
Come, put my armour on; give me my ſtaff. 
Seyton, ſend out Doctor, the Thanes fly from me — 
Come, Sir, diſpatch If thou could'ſt, Doctor, caſt 
The water of my land, find her diſeaſe, 
And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health; 
I would applaud thee to the very echo, 
That ſhould applaud again. Pufl't off, I ſay 
What rhubarb, ſenna, or what purgative drug, 
Would ſcour theſe Engliſh hence! Hearſt thou of them? 
Ded. Ay, my good Lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear ſomething. 
Macb. Bring it after me; 
I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
Till Birnam foreſt come to Dunſinane, 
Do&#. Were I from Dunſinane away and clear, 
Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here. [Exeunt, 


. 
| Changes to Birnam Wood. 


Emer Malcolm, Siward, Maeduff, Siward's ſon, Men- 
teeth, Cathneſs, Angus, and Soldiers marching, 


Mal. Couſins, J hope the days are near at hand 
That chambers will be ſafe. 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Siw, What wood is this before us ? 

Ment. The wood of Birnam. 

Mal. Let every ſoldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear't before him; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our hoſt, and make dilcoy'ry 
Err in report of us. 

Sold. It ſhall be done. 
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Siu. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps ſtill in Dunſinane, and will endure 
Our ſitting down before't. 

Mal. Tis his main hope; 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leſs have given him the revolt ; 
And none ſerve with him but conſtrained things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too, 

Macd. Let our juſt cenſures 


Attend the true event, and put we on 


Induſtrious ſoldierſhip. 
Siw. The time approaches 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate, 
But certain iſſue ſtrokes moſt arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war, [Excunt marching. 


. 
Changes to the Caſile of Dunſinane. 
Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers, uith drums and 
colours. 


Macb. Hang out our banners on the outward walls : 
The cry is ſtill, they come e our caltle's ſtrength 
Will laugh a ſiege to ſcorn. Here let them ly, 


Till famine and the ague eat them up: 


Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is that noiſe ? 
{ 4 cry within of women, 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good Lor. 
Mach. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouſe and ſtir, 
As life were in't. I have ſupt full with horrors ; 
Direneſs, familiar to my flaught'rous thoughts, 
Cannot once ſtart me Wherefore was that cry? 
Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. | 
Mach. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter g 
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There would have been a time for ſuch a word, 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time 

And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 

The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow, a poor player, 

That ttruts ana frets his hour upon the ſtage, 

And then is heard no more! It is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of ſound and fury, 
Signifying nothing! 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue. Thy tory quickly, - 
Meſ. My gracious Lud, 
I ſhould report that which, I ſay, I ſaw, 
But know not how to do't. 
Mach, Well, ſay it, Sir. 
Meſ. As I did ſtand my watch upon the kill, 
L look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. 
Mach. Liar, and ſlave! [Striking him. 
Meſ. Let me endure your wrath if't be not ſo; 
Within this three mile may you ſee it coming; 
I ſay, a moving grove. 
Mach. If thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, 
Upon the next tree {halt thou hang alive, 
Till famine cling thee : if thy ſpeech be footh, 
I care not if thou doſt for me as much. 
J pull in reſolution, and begin 
To doubt th? equivocation of the fiend, | 
That lies like truth. Fear not, 'till Birnam wood 
« Do come to Dunſinane;“ and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunſinane. Arm, arm, and out! 
If this, which he avouches, does appear, 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
I 'gin to be aweary of the ſun; 
And wiſh the ſtate o' th? world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum bell! blow, wind! come, wrack ! 
At leaſt, wel die with harneſs on our back, [ Exeunt, 
8 2 


x6 M AC B E T H. A . 


ann .YvL 
Before Dunſinane. 


Euter Malcolm, Siward, * and their army, vit /i 
boug hs. 


Mal. Now, near enough; your leavy ſcreens throw: 
dowy,. | 
And ſhew like thoſe you are, You, worthy uncle, 
Shall with my couſin, your right-noble ſon, 
Lead our firſt battle. Brave Macduff and we 
Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do, 
According to our order, 
Siu. Fare you well: 
Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten: if we cannot fight. 
Macd. Make all your trumpets ſpeak, give them all 
breath, 
Thoſe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death, 
[ Exeunt. Alarums continued. 


| Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. They've ty'd me to a ſtake, I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I muſt fight the courſe. What's he 


That was not born of woman? ſuch a cne 
Am I to fear, or none, 


Enter young Siward. 


Yo. Siw, What is thy name? 

Mach. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 

Yo. Siu. No: though thou calPit thyſelf a hotter name 
Than any is in hell. 

Much. My name's Macbeth. 


Yo. Siu. The devil himſelf could not pronounce a title 


More hateful to mine ear. 

Mach. No, ner more fearful, 

Yo. Siu. Thou lieft, abhorred tyrent ; with my {word 
I'll prove . the lie thou ſpeak' ſt. 

[ Fig lit, and young Siward's ſlain. 

Mach. Thou waſt born of woman. 
But ſwords I fmile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
Brandif'd by man that's of a woman born, [Exits 
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Alarums, Enter Macduff, 


Macd, That way the noiſe is. Tyrant, ſhew thy face; 
If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My wife and children's ghoſts will haunt me till, 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves: or thou, Macbeth, 
Or elſe my ſword with an unbatter'd edge 
I ſheath again undeeded, There thou ſhould'ſt be 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, Fortune! 
And more I beg not. [ Exit. Alarum, 


Enter Malcolm and Siward, 


Jiu. This way, wy Lord. The caſtle's gently render'd : 
The tyrant's people on both ſides do fight ; 
The noble Thanes do bravely in the war ; 
The day almoſt itſelf profeſſes yours, 
And little is to do. 
Mal. We've met with foes 
That ſtrike beſide us. 


Siu. Enter, Sir, the caſlle. - [Exennt, Alarums 


S> ©: E-* VS, 
Enter Macbeth, 


Mach: Why ſhould I play the Roman ſool, and die 
On mine own ſword? whilſt I- ſee lives, the galhes 
Do better upon them. 


To him, Enter Madduff. 


Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : * 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much charg'd 
With bidod of thine already. 

Macd, I've no words: 

My voice is in my ſword! thou bloodier villain, 
Than terms can give thee out. [ Fight. Alatum, 

Mach. Thou loſeft labour; 

As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen.-ſword: impreſs, as make me bleed. 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts, 
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I bear a charmed liſe, which muſt not yield 
To one of woman born, 
Macd. Deſpair thy charm ! 
And let the angel whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 
Macs. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me ſo} 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man: 
Ant be theſe jugling fiends no more beliey'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; 
That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope! I'll not fight with thee, 
Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the ſhew and gaze o' th' time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Painted upon. a pole, and under-writ, 
„% Here you may ſee the tyrant,” 
Mach. I will not yield, 
To kiſs the ground before yonng Malcolm's feet;. 
And to be baited with the rabble's curſe. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the-laſt. Before my body. 
I throw my warlike ſhield. Lay an, Macduff; 
And damn'd be he that firſt cries, Hold, enough! 
[ Exeunt fighting. Alaruns, 


ST 2M * VIII. 
Retreat and flouriſh, Enter, with drum and colours, 
Malcolm, Siward, Roſle, Thanes, and Soldiers. 


Mal. 1 would the friends we miſs were ſafe arriv'd. 
Siw. Some mult go off: and yet by theſe I ſee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought, | 
Mal. Macduff is miſſnig, and your noble ſon. 
Roſſe. Your ſon, my Lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt; 
He only liv'd but till he was a man, 
The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd, 
In the unthrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'd. 
Sw. Then is he dead? 
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Rofe. Ay, and brought off the field: your cauſe af ſor- 
Muſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then [row 
It hath no end, - 

Siu. Had he his hurts before? 

Raſſe. Ay, on the front. 

Siu. Why then, God's ſoldier be he! 

Had I as many ſons as J have hairs, 
J would not with them to a fairer deatli: 
And ſo his knell is knolFd. 
Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
And that I'll ſpend for. him. 

Siw. He's worth no more: | 
They ſay he parted well, and paid his ſcore. 

So, God be with him !—Here comes newer comfort. 


Enter Macduff, with Macbetl's head. 


Macd. Hail, King! for ſo thou art. Behold, where 
Th? uſurper's curſed head; the time is free: [ſtands 
I fee thee compaſs'd with thy kingdom's peers, 

That ſpeak my ſalutation in their minds: 
Whoſe voices I deſire aloud with mine. 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 

All. Hail, King of Scotland ! [ Flouriſn, 

Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large ezpence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, 

And make us even with you. Thanes and kinſmen, 

Hence forth be Earls, the firſt that ever Seotland 

In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 

Which would be planted newly with the time, 

As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 

That fled the ſnares of watchful tyranny; 

Producing forth the cruel miniſters 

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen, 

Who, as 'tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands 

Took off her life; this, and what needful elſe 

That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in meaſure, time and place: 

So thanks to all at-ence, and to each one 

V\ hom we inyite to ſee us crown'd at Scone. 
[Flouriſh, Zxeunt 0mncs, 
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Mus 1c in the Second A CT. 


Set by Mr LEVERIDGE. 


Enter ſeveral Witches, 
1 Witch, 


PE Ak, Siſter, is the deed done? 
2d. Long ago, long ago; 
Above twelve glaſſes ſince have run. 
3d. Ill deeds are ſeldom ſlow, 
Or ſingle, but following crimes on former wait. 
4ih. The worſt of creatures ſafeſt propagate. - 


Many more murders muſt this one enſue ; 
Dread horrors ſtill abound, 
And ev'ry place ſurround, 


As if in Death were found 
Propagation too, 


2d. He muſt! 

3d. He ſhall! 

1/7. He will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 

Chor. He will, he will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 


1/7. Now, let's dance. 

2d. Agreed. | 

3d. Agreed, 

4th. Agreed. 

All. Agreed. 

Chor. We ſhould rejoice when good kings bleed. 


When cattle die, about, about we go; 
When lightning, and dread thunder, 
Rend ſtubborn rocks in ſunder, 

And fill the world with wonder, 


What ſhou'd we do ? 


Chor. Rejoice, — we ſhould rejoiee. 
When winds and waves are warringy 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 
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And monarchs die deſpairing, 
What ſhou'd we do ? 


Cor. Rejoice, — we ſhould rejoice, 


I. 
1/2. Let's have a dance upon the heath: 
We gain- more life by Duncan's death. 
24. Sometimes like brinded cats we ſhew, 
Having no muſic but our mew, 
To which we dance in ſome old mill, 
Upon the hopper, ſtone, or wheel; 
To ſome old ſaw, or bardiſh rhime, 
Chor, Where (till the mill-clack does keep time, 
II. 5 
Sometimes about a hollow tree, 
Around, around, around dance we; 
Thither the chirping crickets come, — 
And beetles ſing in drowſy hum: 
Sometimes we dance o'er ferns or furs, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs : 
Or if with none of theſe we meet, 
Chor. We dance to th” echoes of our feet. 
Char. At the night-raven's diſmal voice, 
When others tremble we rejoice, 
And nimbly, nimbly dance we ſtill, 
To th' echoes from a hollow hill,  [Exeunz. 


Mus1c in the Third AcT. 


Enter Hecate, Se. 


Spirits in the clouds call. 

Sir. Hecate, Hecate, — come away. 
Hec. Hark, hark, I'm call d, 

My little merry airy Spirit ſee, 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 
Spir. Hecate, Hecate, 
Hec. Thy chirping voice I hear, 

So pleaſing to my ear, 

At which I poſt away, 

With all the ſpeed I may. 
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Where's Puckle ? 
Spir. Here. 
Hec. Where's Stradling? 
Spir. Here. 

And Hopper too, and Hellway too. 

We want but you, we want but you. 
3 Voi. Come away, come away, make up th? account, 
Verſ. With new-fall'n dew, i 

From churchyard yew, 

I will but 'noint, and then VII mount. 
Now I'm furniſh'd for my flight, 

[Symphony whilſt Hecate places in the machine. 
Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin my ſweet Spirit and I, 
O what a dainty pleaſure's this, 
To ſail in the air 
When the moon. (hines fair, 

To ſing, to dance, to toy and kiſs, 

Over woods, high rocks, and mountains ; 

Over hills, and miſty fountains ; 

Over ſteeples, tow'rs, and turrets, 

We fly by night *mong troops of Spirits. 


Chor, We fly by night *mong troops of Spirits. [ Exe» 


ACT the Fourth. 


Muſic at the Cauldron. 


Euter Hecate, and all the Witches. 
1/7. Black ſpirits and white, 


2d. —— —— Red ſpirits and gray, 


2 Voices. Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may. 
3d. Tiffin, tiffin, 
Keep it ſtiffin. 
4th. Fire-drake Pucky 
Make it lucky. | 
51. Laird Robin, 
You muſt bob in. 2 JF 


57 
Chor. Round, around, around, aroun > ng 
All ill come running in, all good keep out. 


MUSIC u the Fourth ACT. 83 


1. Here's the blood of a bat. 

Hec. O, put in that. 

2d. Here's lizard's brain. 

Hec. Put in a grain. 

3d. Here's juice of toad. 

411. — — Here's oil of adder. 
Which will make the charm grow madder. 

Het. Co add to theſe, and raiſe a pois'nous ſtench, 
Here-—here's three ounces—ot a red-hair'd wench, 


Chorus. Round. around, around, around about. 
All ill come running in, ail good keep out “*. 


This excellent tragedy may juſtly be conſidered as one 
of the chef d' ue of the inimitable Shakeſpeare : and it 
has been diſputed by the critics, whether the preterence 
ſhould be given to this play, or the Othello of the tame 
author. | 

The principal obj” tion of the critics to this piece, is its 
extreme irregularity, every one of the rules of the Drama 
being entircly and repeatedly broken in upon: but ſurely it 
could not poſhbly be avoided from the very nature ot the 
plan; I mean principally that of introducing the Witches ; 
and jt muſt be allowed, that none but Shakeſpeare could 
have made ſo noble and valuable an uſe of them as he 
has done. 

Macbeth's ſoliloquies, both before and after the murder, 
are maſter-pieces ot unmatched writing; while his readineſs 
of being deluded at firſt by the witches, and his deſperation 
on the diſcovery of the fatal ambiguity, and loſs of all hope 
from ſupernatural predictions, produce a cataſtrophe truly 
juſt, and formed with the utmoſt judgment. 

The arguments by which Lady Macbeth perſuades her 
huſband (Act I. Scene X.) tu commit the murder, afford a 
proot of Shakeipeare's knowledge of human nature. She 
urges the excellence and dignity of courage; a glittering idea, 
which has dazzled mankind from age to age, and animated 
ſometimes the houſebreaker, and ſometimes the -onqueror ; 
but this ſophiim Macbeth has for ever deſtroyed, by diſtin- 
guiſhing true from falle fortitude, in a line and an halt; of 
which it may almoſt be ſaid, that they ought to beſtow im- 
mortality on the author, though all his other productions 
had been loſt. 


© I dare do all that may become a man; 
„% Who dares do more, is none.” 


Lady Macbeth's artifice and intrepidity at the banquet, 
(When the gholts ariſe and ſhake the ſoul of her huſband, 
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whoſe mind was already greatly diſturbed) is finely drawn. 
the cunningly tells the company, that “ he was often fo, 
even from his youth, and that to take notice of him would 
offend him.” In a tew words Shakeſpeare has admirably 
made her cndeavour to diſguiſe the cauſe of his diſorder of 
mind; and how forcibly and ſignificantly does ſhe addreſs 
him afide ? 


Are you a man?” 


She is apprehenſive, that in the heat of his diſturbed ima- 
gination, he may diſcover himſelf to his friends, and there- 
fore ſhe aſks if—** he is a man?“ By which ſhe means, that 
he ſhould, if poſſible, collect and fortify his mind againit 
the ſtings of conſcience, teſt his confuſion ſhould hetray him. 

The fineſt picture that ever was exhibited ot deep diftreſs, 
is in the 6th Scene of the 4th Act, where Macduff is repre- 
ſeated lamenting his wite and children, inhumanly murder- 
ed by the tyrant. Stung to the heart with the news, he 
queſtions the mefſenger over and over: not that he douhted 
the fact, but that his heart revolted againit fo cruel a miſ- 
fortune. After ſtruggling ſome time with his grief, he turns 
from his wife and children to their ſavage butcher; and 
then gives vent to his reſentment, but ſtill with manhneſs 
and dignity. 


„ OI could play the woman with mine eyes, 

«© And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle Heav'n! 
© Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : front to front 

„ Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myſelf; 

& Within my ſword's length ſet him— If he *ſcape, 

«© Then Heav'n forgive him too!” 


In ſhort, the whole play is excellent, abounding with 
ſome ſingular beauties, ſuperior to thoſe of any other dra- 
matic wnter whatever. 


END OF MACBETH. 
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